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VOLUME THREE 


Southern Europe 


There I beheld a book 
With golden leaves clasped by two chrysolttes 
Inscribed, ‘Of Humble Folk, Their Lives.” 
And when one opened 1t, headlong there came 
A flood of simple, importuning song—. 
Lays of the throstle and the soaring lark, 
With now and then a note from nightingale. 
... We might have had more joy of nightingales 
But for the mourning of unnumbered doves. 


—Images of a Mystic. 


G. SCHIRMER, INC., NEW YORK 
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146 East 612 STREET 


December 2, 1929. 


G. Schirmer, (Inc.), 
3 East 43rd Street, 
New York, N. Ye. 
Gentlemen: - 

The “Botsford Collection of Folk Songs" compiled and 
edited by Mrs. Florence Hudson Botsford seems to me “) be the 
most important contribution in that field of msic which has. 
been published in our country. The collection Pontenerte an 
incredible amount of research guided by an unerring instinct 
and the finest msical perception. The wealth and beauty of 
the songs of many races is truly astounding. Such a treasure- 
trove should be in the hands of every family that possesses a 
piano and enough voices to express themselves musically. 


Very sincerely yours, 
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FOREWORD AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


This revised edition of FOLK-SONGS contains many examples not found in previous 
editions and the larger part of the collection has never before been translated into English. 

The editor has been guided throughout by a single purpose—to select the best known 
and most loved folk and composed songs—preferring those upon which time and usage 
have-set the seal of approval. Nor has this choice been arbitrary since final decisions 
have frequently been made by native singers. It is hoped, therefore, that every selection 
will be found acceptable in the school and the home. The folk-lore student will miss odd 
and obscure songs—also- many found in famous collections. Music lovers may look in 
vain for their favorites or find others in unexpected places. Many of these songs have 
been taken from the lips of singers in their own countries; but this fact, while it helps to 
determine the source of a folk-song, is not conclusive. World peoples are in constant 
migration. Their songs cross neighboring boundaries like seeds upon the wind. Where 
good tunes fall they persist and flourish, their life springs from the emotions and their 
natural soil is the human heart. 

In bringing together songs of different races and translating them into a single 
language we make it possible for all lovers of music to enjoy a commion heritage. But 
the rendering must be sympathetic as well as metrical. On the subject of translations 
authorities agree that a singing message in one tongue can rarely be conveyed to another 
without loss. Native singers who are bi-lingual quickly detect omissions and _ interpo- 
lations, and they resent the practice of separating the melody from the original text and 
substituting new words. A folk-song is a racial expression and the theme is wedded 
to the tune by use and tradition. 

Indexed in these volumes are melodies from over forty different tongues and dialects 
and their use over a long period of time furnishes striking proof of song universality. 
With little urging or practice, scores of the foreign- born in this country have united their 
voices in singing each others’ songs in the English language. For this triumph we must 
thank our lyric poets of distinction and verse-makers of merit who have thus given fresh 
proof of the flexibility of the English tongue. 


The editor wishes to make acknowledgments to men and women in foreign countries 
who have generously assisted in making records of their folk-songs; to foreign-born men 
and women of this country for contributions placed at her disposal; to translators without 
whose aid the collection could not have been completed. 

It is to be regretted that space does not allow individual mention of hee co-workers, 
hundreds in number... 

The editor is under obligation to musicians and composers for unsigned arrangements; 
especially to Franklin W. Robinson, for criticism and encouragement; also to Helen 
Jauncey Kingsbury, whose enthusiasm in the preparation of these songs has been a 
constant help. 

Members of the National Board of the Young Women’s Christian Associations have 
always generously co-operated. The Chairmen. of the Department of Immigration 
and Foreign Committees—Mrs. R. L. Dickinson, Mrs. Edith Terry Bremer, and Mrs. 
Elizabeth Hendee—have had long experience with the many-sided problems of immi- 
gration. Their interest and support has been unfailing. 

Research has been furthered by the music collections in the British Museum, 
in Petrograd, Copenhagen, Stockholm, Bergen, The Hague, Brussels, Paris, Berlin, 
Dresden, Munich, Milan, Rome, Vienna and Budapest, as well as the public libraries - 
of the United States. Hearty thanks are extended for kindly help of officials in these 
libraries. 

These songs have been edited with permission of authors and publishers wherever 
known. 

FLORENCE Hupson BOTSFORD. 


New York City, 
November, 1929. 
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2 RISE, MY MAHMUDE 
(Wedding Song) 


Translation by 
Paraskevi D. Kyrias 


Andante 


For your moth-er 


Ngreu Moj Mahmude 


Ngreu moj Mahmude, ngreu te keqene, 
Tem’te vere nenja moj, nenja moj festene. 
Smunt moj neno smunt, smunt te keqene. 
Se jam e semure moj, edhe e dergjure. 


Ngreu moj Mahmude, ngreu te keqene, 
Tem’te vere nenja moj, nenja moj takien. 
Smunt moj neno smunt, smunt te keqene, 
Se jam e semure moj, edhe e dergjure. 


Ngreu moj Mahmude, ngreu te keqene, 


Vine krushqit te te marin moj, ngreu te keqene. 


Smunt moj neno smunt, smunt te keqene, 
Po nis motren t’ime moj, ate te mesmene. 
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ALBANIA 


must dress you. Moth-er dar-ling, 


| aechatl 


Rise, My Mahmude 


Rise, my Mahmude; arise, my darling, 
For your mother must dress you, 
Mother darling, I cannot; 

I am too ill, too ill in bed! 


Rise, my Mahmude; arise, my darling, 
The bridegroom now awaits you. 
Mother darling, I cannot; 

I am too ill, too ill in bed! 


Rise, my Mahmude; arise, my darling, 
Your friends now come to take you. 
Mother darling, I cannot; 

My younger sister give instead! 


Translation by 
PaRaSKEVI D. KYRIAa8s 


THE MONTH OF MAY 


English version by | 
Dorothy Scarborough 
Andante 
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Muaj’ I Majit 


Sa i émbél ish muaj’ i Majit! 

Kur dilnimé rézésé malit, 

Prané mburimit rinim qéndronim 
A e mban ment sa bukur vronim? 


Nén’ ata lisa té lulézuar 

Losnin bilbilat duke kénduar 

Té pérqafasur rinim dégjonim, 

A e mban ment sa bukur vronim? 


Té vdisnja there sa miré qe, 
Né kraun t’ende kur bénje be, 
E duke puthur tiné me theshnjé 
Q’ jetén pa mua nuk e deshnije. 


Té vinjé prapé muaj’ i Majit, 
Té dalimé rézésé malit, 
Prané mburimit ne té qéndrojmé, 


Dhe zemrat t’ona ne t’i bashkojme. 


ALBANIA 


The Month of May 


Sweet, ah how sweet, the month of that May 

When we two walked the high mountain way, 

And stopped beside the spring that whispered there! 
Dost thou recall how happy we were? 


Under the bloss’ming trees by the spring, 

Hearing the birds soft whistle and sing, 

We sat, close clasped, and dreamed a dream so fair; 
Dost thou recall how happy we were? 


Sweet love, ah, would that I had died then, 
Held in your arms, the while you vowed, when 
Your burning kisses promise seemed to give 
That without mie you wished not to live! ; 


Will’t come again, that sweet month of May? 
Shall we ne’er walk the high mountain way? 
Beside the spring, in woodland path apart, 
Shall I not hold you close to my heart? 


English version by 
DorotHy SCARBOROUGH 


BEAUTIFUL NOSE 


English version by 
Anna Catherine Markham 


Allegro moderato 


not smoke the 


cig - ar ette; it 


ber, Beau - ti- ful 


Und’ E Bukur 


Mos e pi duhane, se t’sjeil zavale moj und’e bukure ; 
Sa moj e bukure; 
Sa e bukur gehlibar. 


Se me je e vogel pa t’sjell zarar moj und’e bukure ; 
Sa moj e bukure; é 


Sa e bukur gqehlibar. 


Se ty nene mezi te ka moj und’e bukure ; 
Sa moj e bukure; 
Sa e bukur gqehlibar. 


Beautiful Nose 


Do not smoke the cigarette; it will harm you, 
Daughter with that lovely nose, nose divine, 
Nose like precious amber, 

Beautiful nose, proud and fine! 


Smoke not, daughter; you are far too young, my dear, 
Child of that lovely nose, nose sedate, 

Nose like precious amber, 

Beautiful nose, handsome, straight! 


Apple you are of your own mother’s eyes, 
Child of that lovely nose, nose so fair, 
Nose like precious amber, 
Beautiful nose, charming, rare! 
English version by 
ANNA CATHERINE MARKHAM 
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IN THE MEADOW. 


Translation by 


Leonora Speyer 
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Das Seiser Almlied 


Es wear’n die Wies’n grtien, es daucht mi gar so schien, 
DaB die Leutlan wiedrum auf die Alma gien; 
Und a neues Liadl hab’n mir’s a erdacht, 

Wia ma’s drob’n auf da Alma macht. 


Hol-di-ri-d1-ri-di-ri-o, 4. $s. w. 


’n Sunntag Nachmittag da ischt die boschte Zeit, 

Da sein die Madler fast alle zuabereit ; 

Sie pass’n auf die Buab’n do auf die Alma gien, 
Und an iade glabt, sie war so schien. 


Auf der Alma gien das meiste junge Leut, 

Da werd a Liadl g’sung’n aft zum Zeitvertreib, 

Ma macht a Tanzl auf und tanzt’an Schupla’ drauf, 
Auf der Alma ischt a so der Brauch. 


In the Meadow 


Soon will the meadows turn to lovely green and then 

Everyone will wander in the fields again; 

And my heart has made a gay new song of spring, 
Such as high on the fields they sing. 


Hol-di-ri-di-ri-di-ri-o, etc. 
On Sunday afternoon, that is the happy day; 
Almost every maiden is in fine array; 


And they watch the lads that climb the pastures there, 
Every maid knows that she is fair. 


- Then to the meadows boys and girls will find their way ; 


Singing gaily, so they pass the time away; 
Feet start dancing, schupla’, schupla’, heel and toe; 


On the fields it is always so. 
Translation by 
LEONORA. SPEYER 


LOOK OUT, HOW IT’S RAINING 


AUSTRIA 


Translation by 


Leonora Speyer 
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Schaut’s Aufi 


Schaut’s auBi, wie’s regnet, 
Schaut’s auBt, wie’s gieBr, 

Schaut’s auB, wie’s Wasser 
Vom Dach abi schieBt! 


Gar’n wunderlieb’s Dirndel hab’ i heut woanen g’sehn, 
Und da hab’ i’s halt g’fragt was am Dirndel is g’schehn. 


Und’s Dirndel hat g’sagt: Warum sollt i nit woan’n— 
Um mein Bua, der is g’storb’n und jetzt bin i alloan. 


Ei, du wunderlieb’s Dirndel, hor’ auf mit dein’m Woan’n— 
Du derfst um a Biieberl. der g’storb’n is, nit woan’n. 


I bin a arm’s Dirndel, kumm tmicr. auf d’Hoh’— 
Hab’ koan Vata, koa Mutta, koa Bteberl nit meh’! 


Und du wunderlieb’s Dirndel, hor auf mit dein’m Woan’n, 
Schau, I wuBt dir a Bueberl, geh, bleib’ nit alloan! 


Look Out, How It’s Raining 


Look out, how it’s raining; 
Look out, how it pours; 
Look out, how the water 
From the roof runs and roars. 


I saw a sweet maiden that weeping did go, 
And I asked of the maiden to tell me her woe. 


The maiden gave answer: “Why should I not moan? 
For my lad he is dead and I wander alone.” 


“Now cease thou thy weeping, fair maiden,” I said, 
“Thou no longer must weep for a lad that is dead.” 


“O I'm a poor maiden that lonely must die, 
For no father, no mother, no sweetheart have I.” 


“O beautiful maiden, now cease with your moan, 
For I know of a lad: come, remain not alone.” 


Translation by 
LEONORA SPEYER 
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WHAT WONDERS FILL THE SKY 


inson 


Arranged by 


Franklin Rob 


glish version by 
Katharine Lee Bates 
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Was Eppa Mehr Muasz G’schécha” Sei 


Wa4s eppa mehr muaB g’schécha’ sei” 
eit z’Nacht? 
ya fa oa t i hor an Engel schrei™,” 
am s’ s’sagt 
»oingt ’s Gloria in Sreecisis 
So fei”; 
Sagt, daB da Fried den Menschen is, 
Die guates Willens sein.” 


O Briiada, wann dés wahr sollt sei~, 
—Gehts g’schwind !— 
So schiabn mar uns an Opfar ei” 
Fiir ’s Kind! 
I nimm halt glei’ 4 Lampi schnell 
A zwoa; 
Und du an Sackai a weiB Mell, 
An Budan und an Oar. 


Wia wir all drui sand kemma™ hi™ 
Zun Stall, 

Da ho6rent wir halt musicirn 
Recht toll. 

Toant singa’, geigna”, Harpfen schlagn 
So rar, 

Wia wann halt grad 4 Kiritag 
Odar 4 Houzat war. 


O Bethlehem, o Firstenthum! 
Wie blind! 

Mei’, hast denn g’habt koa™ lare Stubn 
Fiir ’s Kind? 

MuaB liegn auf bloBen Stroh und Heu 
Im Stall: 

Ist kommen von dem Himmelreich 
Und hat erldst uns all! 


Mei’, gehts do mit mir in mei” Haus 
Nur g’schwind! 

I ram enk 4 kloa’s Stibi aus 
Fir ’s Kind. 

Wenn ’s da in kAlten St4ll miiats bleibn’ 
All drei, 

—Tuat eina wahn und eina schneibn— 
Da sach eam g§r nix gleich. 


O allerliebstes Jesulein, 


Mein Gott! 

Du wollst uns alln barmherzig sein 
Im Tod! 

So bfiiat enk Got und lebts fei” wohl 
Beisamm ! 


Iaz san mar alli freudenvoll, 
Weil mir Got g’sécha~ ham! 
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What Wonders Fill the Sky 


Tonight what wonders fill the sky, 
What wings! 
A chant of praise to God on high! 
’ One sings— 
O angel herald !—of a birth 
Shall fill 
The world with joy. Peace comes to earth 
For men of kindly will! 


O shepherds, on the hillsides bleak 
And wild! 

If this be true, let us go seek 
That Child, 

And bear Him country gifts; a lamb 
From me, 

While you with flour-your scrips shall cram 
And eggs for jubilee. 


When to the stable, shepherds three, 
We come, 

Such music greets our ears that we 
Are dumb; 

On harps and violins they play 
In there, 

Like folk who keep high holiday 
At wedding or at fair. 


O Bethlehem, King David’s own, 
How blind! 

No room for Him Who left a throne 
Behind? 

No better bed? In straw and hay 
Lies curled 

Our little Guest from far away, 
Redeemer of the world! 


To mine own house, come home with me, 


And I 

Will tidy et a room where three 
May lie 

Our Tady Joseph, Christ-Child, all 
At rest; 


Where wintry wind shall not appall, 
Nor driving snow molest. 


O darling little Jesus, O 
My Lord! 

When down the road of death I go. 
Accord 

Thy saving grace to me, to all. 
Farewell, 

Joys on our hearts like star-gleams fall. 
We've seen Immanuel! 


English version by 
KaTHarinet Ler Bares 
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BULGARIA 


BURIANO 


Folk-Dance 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


Allegretto 


t. 
a0 
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or 
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q 
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of 


knows the __—itrick 


Who 


Buriano 


0, 


BYPHAH 


ld 


Buriano, Burianke, 
Are you the only singer? 
Who knows the trick of singing? 


Are you the only maiden 


1H CH MOMA, 
Cax’ra an sHaim Xa abems? 


Cax’rm XB CH Moma, 


Can’tn 


bypano, Bypanre, 


Your song to me comes lilting. 


Over the wheat- fields ringing, 
I lay aside my sickle 


To listen to your trilling; 


éao 
& 
fii 
Bets 
8 Ep 
giad 
Fege 
ae 
i*) 
aoe 
Bais 


’s pipe a-playing; 
A dance for all the maidens : 
With all the youths, Burianke! 


To start a dance at twilight 


On shepherd 


ae 
aor 
FBR s 
ae 
ESas 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 
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DONNA 


Folk - Dance 


Paraphrase by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


Con moto 
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get - ting mar - 
let 
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2 
I held you 
As we were dancing 
On the village green, 


Donna, 


o way 
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Paraphrase by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 
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THE GRAY DOVE 


Folk -Song 


Andante 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


the mark he 


him, 


is 


2 


at 


Took aim 


us <4 


ww 


The Gray Dove 


CTANUNb fOBPE. 


ee) 
= fy 
meee 
Egos 
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oi Bs 
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a 40 8 
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Cusa rpxa6mua. 
Burne Jlobpe, 


Cransxs JloSpe, cranuz> Jlo6pe 
Burza Jo6pe, 


Ha 642% MepMepS KaMBES; 
Ta sawkpa, Ta samkpa 


Where her sweet head now lies cold 


“On her heart Ill build an altar, 
Will I build a fountain 


Dobre wept in bitter sorrow, 
Wept and cried in anguish: 
There to pray for pity. 


Yepxsa curpajete; 
Ha ctpxAne MH, HA cLpANe ME 
Bce Ha ,,bord x8 mpocta”, 


Ha rzaza MH, HS T28B8 MH 
Yemua mocrpoere; 
Ma ce Mos#Ts 4 XS THATS 


Buena Ta samzaka: 


, 


‘Peace to her soul’.” 


Those who drink at eve or morning 


Will pray 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 
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BULGARIA 


RADA 


Folk-Song 


Translation by 
Adelaide Imogene Locke 


Moderato 


you, Ra - 


Plague take 


me, 


mar - ry 


| 


ing 


keep - 


House - 


Ra - da! 


I 


am 


Well 


q 
om) 
&p 
' 
o 
Q 


to 


House - keep - ing 


fur - nished, 


Rada 


Rada 


PADQA. 


,Marry me, 


b 


Do 


3emu ua, Pazo, 


Plague take you, Rada! 
Do, Rada,marry me, 


Yaeza te uymal 2 
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Whole of a nutshell 
Brimfull of flour, dear! 


Translation by 
Adelaide Imogene Locke 
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ULGA 
” RADA AND PETKO Pras 


Translation by 
Adelaide Imogene Locke 


Folk ~Son. 
Allegretto are f 


ring, dear. 


PAA W METHO. - Rada And Petko 


On her finger Petko put a ring, dear 
Hero P. cCTCHS ge g; ’ 
Tpa A ra ot per ae esl ete Rada’s finger, her engagement ring, dear. 
i One year only she must wait, wait for him, dear. 
Aa ro Yexa 3a roxMHa, mOpe, ; Tra, la,la,la,la,la,la, tra, la ,la,la,la,la. 


Yexaza roll zens » > 
FOES KO HERING, MORO One day only until noon she waited. 


Tamams Pega noxs BbHYBIO, wope; There sweet Rada, under bridal wreath stood, | 
lerxo Pagu ga sparara, mope, Then came Petko,Petko came, cupping hands to beg, dear! 


Ha sparara cscs xpmpaxa, xope: Tra, la, la, la, la, la,la, tra, la,la,la,la,la. 


nManal, Paxo, mo cu seas, mope, “Give back, Rada,costly gifts I gave you, 

Pieces golden by the heaping dish-full, 

Pieces silver, shining gold, by the heaping pail-full”’ 
Tra, la,la,la, la, la,la, tra,la,la,la,la,la. 


Mazrqixa.th c’nannin-rb, ope, 
fpomosyu-rb c’xomonnu-rb, mope”. 


Pags Ierxo otrosapa, mope, 
oHuaxs CH TH, JABaXS CH IB, MOpe; 
Himaza czus, semana caus, xope”’, 


“No! No! Petko,” answers little Rada, 

“Riches had you, some you gave to me, Sir! 

None had I, I had none,soI took from you, Sir!” 

Tra, la,la, la, la, la,la, tra, la, la,la,la,la. 
Translation by 


35560 Adelaide Imogene Locke 
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aveb ua ake 


7“ Towr - ing 
thee thy he-roes, Now thy Tsar Ka - ran 


7 aE 
Who shall lead o’er 


OH, THOU ANCIENT MOUNTAIN 
Stara Planina 
an- cient moun 


| mall. 
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sate Ms I 
S + {| a It ‘i 
esate ° Mar WP ie Tir Ui 
ps ae fl fe mr 
a ay me ne rel i ii in 
Po} cy Baz Buzz ol) Hy al fur 
= = 2 SS tls ne all 
i=) a fena hesa nal 


, 


Raina 


gh the silent ages? 
Translation by 


Svetozar Tonjoroff 


b] 


lav, ancient city, 


Preslav, once so proud, 
Who shall guard thee, age-old fortress 


Oh, Thou Ancient Mountain 
Oh, thou ancient mountain, 


Towring to the sky! 
Who shall lead o’er thee thy heroes, 


Now the armies of Tsar Boris 


Lie in silent dust? 


Lie in silent dust! 
Blushing rose, whose hand 


Now thy Tsar Karan of old- 

Tsar Karan is dead? 

Tsar Karan is dead! 

Pres 

Now shall pluck thy bloom, 
aina is no more 

Raina is no more! 


When the heart of Princess 
Ra 


Moulders throu 


CTAPA NMAHMHA. 


Craps Izanma0 — Crapa Iszanzno, 
Kofi me Bt re6e Bolicka Boqu, 
Karo nba yapa ropzui, — 


Mapa Kapana, Kapana, 


Ilapa Eapana! 


Crapni IIpecxase, crapait IIpeczase, 


Ko me te6e, Ipeczant, nasn 


Kato ubma sbpHn BoncKR 


H’gapa Bopsca? 
H’gapa Bopuca? 


‘Pyxo pyMaus, pyko pyuaus, 
Karo nbwa nama Paisa, 
Paiza Kusrana? 


Paina Enarnwaa? 


Ko me re6e cera 6epe 


85560 


BULGARIA 


22 


VOWS 


Folk Song 
Arranged by 
Dobre Hristoff 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


Allegro scherzando 


ressivo 


Andante esp 
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SAPEKOX)D CE, MAMO. 


Sapexors ce, M&M0, SAKAHEX?, 
Jia we xoja, Maxo, y CraHxkHHE: 


Twsext Cranka, maM0, J& He BEXAAaN. 
Twsexs Cranka, MaMo, Aa He BERAaMs. 


He XxoqHx% TAN%, MAMO, CAMO TPH JHA, 
He saxbxt a, M&MO, CAMO TDH JHA. 


Cropm MH ce, M&MO, TPH TOAHEE, 
Cropm ME ce, M&MO0, TPE TOXHEE. 


Cuomu mHuaxt, mano, kpai CranenaH, 
Ass H pexOXs, MAaMO, ,A00BPS BewepL’, 


Ta MH peve, MAKO: ,,,OHAH BeyepL’, 
Ta um pewe, MANO: ,,ROHAN Beveps’. 


Vows 


To myself, dear mother, deeply I vowed 
Never again to call on Stana dear. 
Pretty Stana, mother, never to see, 
Pretty Stana, mother, never to see. 


For three days, O mother, I saw her not- 

Three days that seemed to me just like three years. 
Those three days, O mother, were like three years— 
Years, taken, mother darling,out of my life. 


Last night, mother dear, I passed by her gate; 

I said,“O good-evening.” Said she, “Come in?’ 

I only was civil; but Stana smiled, 

She blushed and said to me; “Won't you come in?” 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


THE CUCKOO IS CALLING 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 


Moderato 


(Stara Planina) 


Folk-Song 
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KYKYBUUA KYKA. 


Kyxypuna Kyka 

Ha sexena 6yxa. 
Topoaso sexena, 
Ta BoXo cryjena, 


Ta Crapa Isannno. 
Bottnaya ce numarts, 
Hs BoimmmEo cex0. 
Topozso sezena, 
TH BOO cryxeHa, 
Tu Crapa IIsanauo. 


The Cuckoo Is Calling 


The cuckoo is calling . 

In the leafing beech-tree; 
Mid forests concealing, 
Over brooks that murmur 
Down Stara Planina. 


The cuckoo is calling 

To the scattered heroes, 
Calling them to battle- 
Calling them to conquer 
The ancient oppressor. 


The cuckoo is sighing 

Over warriors fallen; 
Calling, with the forest 

And the brooks and peaks: 
“Where art thou, O Freedom!” 


Translation by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff 
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26 : BULGARIAN MACEDONIA 


MACEDONIA 


Translation by Arranged by 
Svetozar Tonjoroff William W. Sleeper 


Ma-ce -do - nia, Ma-ce-do-nia, Singsa song of age-long sad-ness;: 


Where have all my hopes been bur- ied, When shallcometheres - 


MAKEAOHELb. Macedonia 
Maxegonens, Maxegzonens Macedonia, Macedonia : 
‘Kamo whe # roBopH: Sings a song of age-long sadness: 
wb ¢a BoaHH-Th roxnHH ? ‘“Where,O where, has gone my freedom, 
slab ca BOXHH-TS roquHH' ? Where, O where, the years of happiness, 
Kazuo whe H roBopH: Where have all my hopes been buried, 
»l xB ca BOXHH-Th roqnHRA ? When shall come the resurrection?” 


0%, Ta tebe, BnarapHHo 


Bparens moi? Macedonia strains at shackles, 


Calls and prays in her long grievinz. 

ae tae es incre 16 “Oh, thou Bulgar, cross the border, 
Kaxsa cyq6a macrana Cross the line that separates us, 
Ja cue po6u a xpana?!* Lift the yoke from wearied shoulders, 

Help me, Bulgar, Oh, my brother!” 
»DbITapHHO, TH MOH OpaTelS Translation by 

Mai pyxal Svetozar Tonjoroff 

Cprzacno ja Heme 
Cao6oqja 48 TSpcHMe 
Curxzacno 48 BHAe“e— 
Cao6oza xa TepcuMe’. 
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BULGARIAN MACEDONIA 


WHERE WERE YOU, CVETA? 


Arranged by 
Viad. R. Georgevitcn 


Paraphrase by 
William H. Hayne 


m 


Ui" ___HIN 
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Deka st bila 


Deka st bila danaske, 
Cvreto, 
Ves den ti ot ne vidov? 


Ves den ti oci ne vidov, 
Cveto, 
Ni salog leba ne jadov. 


Nase sam ovee cuvala, 
Jovo, 
I zlatan gjerdan zatria. 
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eyes, Cve 


Where Were You, Cveta? 


Where were you all day, my dearest Cveta? 
There is no maiden fairer, sweeter. 

All day I've missed your eyes, my dearest Cveta, 
All day I've missed your eyes, Cveta. ~ 


Where were you all day, my dearest Cveta? 
My patient heart is almost dead. 

I have not touched my bread, my dearest Cveta, 
I have not touched my bread, Cveta. 


Where were you all day, my dearest Cveta? 
I gathered grass and tender clover 

To feed our lambkins, my faithful Jovo, 
To feed our lambkins, my Jovo. 


Where were you all day, my dearest Cveta? 


“To joy I am no more beholden. 


I’ve lost my necklace, my necklace golden, 
All joy is gone,my dear Jovo. 
Paraphrase by 
William H. Hayne 
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80 


ANDULKO 


Folk-Song 


Translation by 


r 


Arranged by 
Ludmila Vojackova -Wetche 


John Mokrejs 


Andante amoroso 


bliss thou art, 
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thou my dear-est, 


An-dul - ko,__ 


y 


Thourt my sweet - heart 


near - est, 


ev - er 


An= dul - kouw_ 


geth-er go. 


That we to 
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that do 


Oh the man-y 
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> 
Leased 


Andulko, me dite . 


Andulko, mé dité, 

vy se mné libite, 
Andulko, me dité, 

ja vds mam rad! 

Ani mné to lidi neprejou, 
v ° 

ze chodim za tebou, 

° 4 e ° v e 
ant mne to lidi neprejou, 
ze chodim k& vam. 
Andulko, me dite, 

w , & 
vy se mne libite, 
id aa 
Andulko, me dite, 
ja vas mam rad! 


* 


Andulko 


Andulko, thou my dearest, 
My joy, my bliss thou art. 
Andulko, ever nearest, 
Thouw’rt my sweetheart. 


Many people do begrudge me so 
That we together go, 

Oh the many that do envy show 
Whene’er I call. 

Andulko, thou my dearest, 

My joy, my bliss thou art. 
Andulko, ever nearest, 

Thou’rt my sweetheart. 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


I'LL HAVE NO OTHER ONE 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


Allegretto vivace 


rll have no oth - 
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Arranged by 
Ludmila Vojatkova-Wetche 


But Hon- za, him a - lone. Ill have no 


CZECHIA 


a hand - some 


Hon - za drives 


Za. 


On- ly Hon - 


oth- er one, 


His seat Ill 


pair, 
Za. 


Hon - 


Drawn by two 


dear - est 
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Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


‘or 
sane 


I'll Have No Other One 
him alone. 
Honza drives a handsome carriage 
Heysa! my precious, dearest Honza. 


I'll have no other one, 


I'll have no other one 
Only Honza. 


But Honza, 

Drawn by two pair. 
Drawn by two pair, 
His seat I'll share, 


, 


ého 


Ja nechct Zadneho 


het zadneho, 


Ja necheé Zadneého, 


, 


ja neo 
okrytém vozsu; vkrytém vozu, 


ctyrma kotma, hejsa! 
muj slate;, slatey Honza. 


Honza ten mé hude vozit 


jen Honzu sam 
jenom Honszu; 
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CZECHIA 


THE BAG-PIPES 
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Arranged b 
Ludmila Vojatkova-Wetch 
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do ad-mire: He is some-one 


-or 


I a tail 
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I said nay, 


-her 


’ 


give a gard 


me at-tire. 


hell 


Bright and gay 


-ice, 


He will stitch for me a bod 


to de-sire. 


The Bag-Pipes 


Hraly dudy 
Hraly dudy u Pobndy. 


Bag-pipes sounded in the village. 
I heard their whining lay. 


je slysela 
davali me komenika 


la 


a jajsem 


Me they wished to give a gard’ner 


I said nay, nay, nay, nay! 
I a tailor do admire: 


ho nechtéla: 
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aja jsem 


Ctho 


krej 


dst 


ajara 
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Translation by 


John Mokrejs 
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BOHEMIAN CHRISTMAS CAROL 


Paraphrase by 
' Florence Wilkinson 
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Andante 


Narodil se Kristus Pan 


Narodil se Kristus Pan, veselme se. 

Z ruze kvitek vykvet nam, radujme se! 
Z Bivota Cistého, s rodu kralovskeho 
nam, nam narodil se. 


Ten jenz prorokovan jest, veselme se, 
On na svét poslan jest radujme se, 

Z Zivota Cistého, z rodu kralovskeho 
nam,nam narodil se. 


Me YY r v 

Clovécenstvi nase, veselme se, 

racil vztti na se,radujme se! 

Z wivota cistého, z rodu kralovskeho 
nam,nam narodil se. 


From the time of 
Hus (XV Century) 


Bohemian Christmas Carol 


Christ the Lord is born today, 
Let us sing praise. 

As the lilies pure and white, 
Let us rejoice! 

Flowr of life supernal, 

Spring of hope eternal, 

Christ is born, our Savior, King. 


Paraphrase by 
Florence Wilkinson 


CZECHIA 85 
LITTLE DOVE 


Translation by Folk-Song 


John Mokrejs Arranged by 
Ludmila Vojatkova Wetche 
Giocoso 


lit - tle dove did 


Vyletéla holubiéka Little Dove 
Vyletéla holubicka ze skaly, se skaly Out among the cliffs a little dove did fly, 
probudtla cerneé oct ze spani, ze spani Startled up two little eyes where sleep did lie. 
kdyby byly cerné oct nespaly, nespaly, 
byly by tu holubitku dostaly, dostaly. Had your eyes not been asleep, my dark-eyed lad, 


Then, my dear, the little dove you might have had, 
Nebyla to holubicka, byl to ptak, byl to ptak, 
kdy% mé nechces, mij holetieu,nechej talgneches tak It was not a dove, it was a bird in air. 


kdy% m& necheéS milovati nechtéj si,necht&} si: Since you will not tarry, dear, then naught I care, 
bude st me namlouvati, hodnejst, hodnéjst. Since you will not love me, dear, then be it so; 
One far better I shall find, and this I know. 
Translation by 


John Mokrejs 
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O, THAT THE DEAR GIVER OF LIFE 


Andante sostenuto 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


Would make me the bag-pip-ers 


O, that the Dear Giv - er of Life — 
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Life — 


O, that the Dear Giv - er of 


O, That The Dear Giver of Life 


Kdyby mné to Pan Buh dal 


Would make me the bag-piper’s wife! 


O, that the Dear Giver of Life 


Kdyby mné to Pan Buh dal, 
by si mé ten dudak vzal; 


dudy bych mu nosila, 
_ chleba bych mu prosila 


) 


pipes Id take care; 


Bread I’d bake for his welfare. 
O, that the Dear Giver of Life 


Of his bag- 
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Would make me the bag-piper’s wife! 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 
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RADA SONG 


CZECHIA 


English version by 


, 
€ 


Arranged by 
Ludmila Vojackova-Wetch 


Allegretto moderato 


Florence Wilkinson 
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on- ly knew/She)Boy, I a-dore you,Hon-zamy lad. 


(She) Boy,I a- dore you, My gold-en 


(He)O, if twere on- ly true, O, if I 


- dore you,Honza my 
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(She) Boy, 
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(He) Loved you but me a 
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Rada Song 


Rada rada 
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O, if ’twere only true, 


if I only knew. 
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She 


Boy, I adore you, 
Honza my lad. 


He 
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Boy, I adore you, 
Honza my lad. 


English version by 
Florence Wilkinson 
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TRIPPING MAIDENS 


Folk-Song 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


Arranged by : 
' Ludmila Vojatkova-Wetche 


Trip -ping maid - ens 


two hunts - men 


Met 


do you go? 


you go, do you go, 


do 


Where, fair maid - ens, 
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mine 


be 


Which will 
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Sly panenky silnict 


Sly panenky silnict, silnict, stlnict, - 

Potkali je myslivct, myslivct dva. 

Kam panenky, kam jdete, kam jdete,kam jdete, 
KRtera moje budete, budete ma? 


Ta malicka ta je ma,ta je ma, ta je ma, 
ta ma oct jako ja, jako ja mam, 

na krku ma granaty, granaty granaty, 
_ Meszi nima dukaty, dukaty ma. 


Jak pak ja to vyvedu, vyvedu, vyvedu, 

ja si pro ni prijedu, prijedu sam 

styrma konma cranyma,vranyma,vranyma. 
jako sedlak ze mlyna, ze miyna tam. 


Tripping Maidens 


Tripping maidens on a day,on a day,on a day, 

Met two huntsmen on the way, on the highway. 
Where, fair maidens, do you go, do you go, do you go? 
Which will be mine, I would know, I would know? 


This fair maiden I do claim,this one claim, this 
one claim, 
We have eyes that see the same, see the same. 


"Round her neck are garnets fair, garnets fair, 
garnets fair, 


"Mong them,too, are ducats rare, golden ducats rare. 


How I'll do it, now behold, now behold, now behold, 
I shall drive for her right bold, for her right bold. 
With four horses drive I will,drive I will, drive I will. 
Proud as sedlaks from the mill, sedlaks from 

the mill. 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


ALL JOY IS GONE 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs — 


Andante espressivo 


Folk Song 
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Ach nenz tu nenz 


Ach! nent tu nent, co by mneé ‘tesilo, 
ach neni tu nent, co mne tesi! 

Co mne téStvalo, ‘vodou uplynulo; 
ach neni tu nent, co mne tés?. 


Jake to vordnt bez pluhu bez koni 
Jaké to vorant bez kolecek? 
Takové vorani jako milovant 
Jako milovani bez hubicek. 


Porad mi davajt, co se mi nelzbt, 

Porad mi davaje, co ja nechet, 

Davoje mt vdovee, ten ma jen pul srdce, 
Pil ho dal nebokce, pul by dal mné. 


All Joy Is Gone 


All joy, all joy is gone 
Now I am left alone! 
All joy,all joy is gone 
Naught is for me: 
As snow in water dies 
So fadeth all I prize— 
All joy, all joy is gone 
Naught is for me. 


How well does ploughing fare 


‘With no horse, no plowshare, 


How well does ploughing fare 
When there’s no plough? 
Like ploughing such as this 
Is loving when amiss, 
What kind of love is love 
Without one kiss? 


Ever do they instill 
What doth my spirit chill, 
Ever against my will 
What's not for me; 
Widowers bride my lot 
Half a hearts all he’s got; 
Half for her in the grave, 
Half he’d give me. 
Translation by 
John Mokrejs 
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WEEDING FLAX- FIELDS BLUE 


Folk-Song 


Arranged by 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


ackova 


Ludmila Voj 


-Wetche 


Andante amoroso 


tle then I 


Lit 


ing flax - fields blue, 


Weed - 


tle then I knew. 
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love was me 


That my 
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gay, 


Weed - ing pop - pies 
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That such 


Kdyz jsem plela len Weeding Flax-Fields Blue 
Kdyz jsem pleia len, Weeding flax-fields blue, 
nevedela jsem, Little then I knew, 

co mé mé srdecko boli; Why my heart began its aching; 
ze mne muy milej vypovi, That my love was me forsaking, 
nevedéla jsem. Little then I knew. 

Kdyz jsem pleia mak, Weeding poppies gay, 

skoda na stokrat, Alas! alack-a-day! 

Skoda toho milovant, That such joyous tender wooing 
ze netroa do skonani Lasted not the poppies blowing, 
skoda na stokrat! Alas, alack-a - day! 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


SEDLAK, SEDLAK. 


Translation by he Faroe Folk Dance 
John Mokrejs Arranged by 
Allexpetts pianos Ludmila Voja¢kova-Wetche 
o 
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coat of pelt 


his 
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Tuli, tuli, tuli,tulips ornate. 


O see! O see! O see! 


, 


Koukej, koukej, koukej jak je sedlak hloupej, 


koukej, koukej, koukej jak je hloupe): 


, 


How foolish he can be: 


O see! O see! O see! 
How foolish he! 


hodinky dvoje, 


koukej, koukej, koukej jak je hloupej! 


’ 


e, ma 


von jede na pol 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


O see! O see! O see! how foolish he! 


To his field he rides bestride, 
Two watches wears with pride, 
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Kde domov muj _ Where Is My Home? 
Kde domov mij? Kde domov muj? Where is my home? 
Voda huéi po lucinach, Where is my home? 
Bory Sumi po skalinach Waters, through its meads are streaming, 
_Vsadé stkvi se jara kveét, Mounts with rustling woods are teeming, 
Zemsky raj to na pohled; Vales are bright with flowrets rare, 
A to jest ta krasna zemé, Oh,earth’s Eden, thou art fair! 
Zemé ceska, domov mij, Land of beauty, dear Bohemia, 
Zemé Ceska, domov mij. Thou art my home, fatherland! 
Thou art my home, fatherland! 
Ede domov mij? Kde domov muj? Where is my home? 
V kraji znas-li bohumilém Where is my home? 
Dusé utlé v téle cilém, By the Towers of God’tis bounded; 
Mysl jasnou, vzntk a zdar, By the noblest sons surrounded; 
A tu silu vzdoru zmar: True and light of heart are they, 
To je Cecht slavné plémé, Firm and bold in deadly fray, 
Mezi Cechy domov mij, Offspring grand of dear Bohemia, | 
Mezi Cechy domov mij. Thou art my home, fatherland! 
SK. T yl Thou art my home, fatherland! 


Translation by 
85560 FB. Zdrubek 
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LITTLE WILD GOOSE 


MORAVIA 


Translated and 
Arranged by 
John Mokrejs 


Moravian Folk-Song 
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wee goose 
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flut - tered by; 


sky 


the 


and 


plow 


to 


shrill, Deep 


She called 


field 


deep to till. 
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hills steep brow; 


Huszcka divoka 


Husttka dévoka letéla 2 vysoka, 


Zavotata na synecka, aby oral z hlyboka. 


Un ore jak moze v zelenym uhore, 


Konttky mu ustavaju, a on borak némoze. 
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MORAVIA 


Small his steeds and wea-ri-ly sore, He, poor lad, can 


Little Wild Goose 


A wee goose,wild and shy, 

In the sky fluttered by; 

To a lad a-field she called shrill, 
Deep to plow and deep to till. 


As he can,does he plow, 


On the green hill’s steep brow; 


Small his steeds and wearily sore, 
He, poor lad, can do no more. 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 


A FAIR DOVE ae 


SILESIA 


Paraphrased and 
arranged by 
John Mokrejs 


Folk-Song Silesia 


Andante, quasi Adagio 


ed! 


de - light 


How my soul 
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fair 


I caught a 


Once 


vit - 


in -, 


door Far - off fields 


From the op -en cage 
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And the oak _ trees 


My gold-en 


Méta sem hotubka 


Mea sem hotubka 0 truhle schovaneho, 
A on mé vyleté do pole Sétreho, 

Do pole $c¢reho, na zeleny dubek, 

Tam sobé sahurkat mij staty hotubek. 


Neéhurkej, hotubku, na sélenem dubku, 
Nedéley me mite vétSiho sarmutku; 
Ja jt ho nedétam, déva sé ho sama, 
Dy mé doma nent, s insimi pohrava. 


SILESIA 


dove, 


A Fair Dove 


Once I caught a fair dove, 
How my soul delighted! 
From the open cage door 
Far-off fields invited. 


Now from boughs of green and brown 
And the oak trees shadow, 

All night long he coos and coos, 

My golden dove, my love. 


Do not sing so gaily 

From the high oaks shadow; 
Do not bring a sad heart 
Into hopeless sorrow. 


Fickle heart, you sigh in vain 
For a straying lover. 

He is free and you are bound 
Since you loved another. 


Paraphrase by 
John Mokrejs 
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SONGS OF SLOVAKIA 


Just WitTHouT Our LITTLE WINDOW... . 


SLOVAK NATIONAL ANTHEM (Over Tatra) 
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SLOVAKIA 


ANNIE, THE MILLERS DAUGHTER 
Folk-Song 


52 


From the collection of 
Jan Malat 


Paraphrase by 
Anna Mathewson 
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ing be side the wat-er, An-nie, 
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off your flock is stray-ing, While you were gone a-may-ing, 
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Far 


An - nie, O wmil-lersdaugh-ter, Liv - 
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oh dear! 


An¢cka mlynarova 


Anitka mlynarova, maslé ty hisky doma,masld,magli? 
Anicka miynirova,masti ty hisky doma,maslt,masld? 
Ved’ ty ony za vodicku zasly, zasly, 
Ved’ ty ony za vodicku zaxly, zasly. 


Zasly tz sa vodienku zmacal som koseléenku, smacal,zmacal, 
Zasly ti za vodienku smacal som koseléenku, zmacal,zmacal, 
Ked' som s¢ ga k moje miles kraéal, kracal, 
Ked’ som st ja k mojes miley kracal, kraéal. 


25560 


Annie, the Millers Daughter 


Annie, O millers daughter, 
Living beside the water, ~ 
Annie, Annie! 
Far off your flock is straying, 
While you were gone a-maying, 
Annie, Annie! 
O’er the mill-streamthey meander, 
Oh dear, oh dear! 


Evry goose and evry gander, 
Oh dear, oh dear! 


Annie, your faithful lover 
Soon will your flock recover, 
Annie, Annie! 
I'll swim the rushing river, 
Yes, for your sake Ill shiver, 
Annie, Annie! 
Chilly water I am loathing, 
Oh dear, oh dear! 
Dripping wet my Sunday clothing, 
Oh dear, oh dear! 


Now, with your flock before you, 
Proving that I adore you, 
Annie, Annie! 
Listen while I am telling 
How deep in love Im dwelling, 
Annie, Annie! 
Do not let me drown in sorrow, 
Oh dear, oh dear! 
Say youll marry me to-morrow, 
My dear, so dear! 


Paraphrase by 
Anna Mathewson 
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COME YOU. HERE, LADDIE 


04 


From the colleetion of 


Folk-Song 


Translation by . 


Jan Malat 


John Mokrejs 


Allegro moderato 
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Come you here, 
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what I, 


You shall see 


Out to green 


feed, 


then 
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heed, 


eer 


Day-break I 


The cows I 


Day-break I eer heed, 


lead. 


I 


pas-tures the sheep 
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SLOVAKIA 


Pridz ty, suhajko! 


Prtdi ty, Suhajko,rano & nam, 
Ovidts, to ja to robtevam: 

Ja rano vstavam, kravy napajam, 
Ovecky na pole vyhanam. 

Ja rano vstavam, kravy napajam, 
Ovetky na pole vyhaiam. 


A ked’st tu pracu vykonam, 
Potom st veselo zaspievam, 

A pré tom speve, ako pri pract, 
Zavise len na teba myslzevam. 
A pri tom speve, ako pré pract, 
Zavse len na teba mysitevam. 


Come You Here,Laddie 


Come you here,laddie,when morn’s in dew, 
You shall see what I,myself can do: 
Daybreak I e’er heed, the cows thenI feed, 
Out to green pastures the sheep I lead. 
Daybreak I eer heed, the cows thenI feed, 
Out to green pastures the sheep I lead. 


Listen, my laddie, when work is long, 
Ever more merrily goes my song; 

The one I sing best, the one I love best, 
That song, my laddie, is all for you. 
The one I sing best, the one I love best, 
That song, my laddie, is all for you. 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 
Paraphrase by FLOWING WATER 
Edwin Markham Slovak Folk-Song 


Andante 


Seek my true love in the court, 


neath the 


| 


The bright wat - er 


And rests 


fd fF. 


Tectze voda z Javora 


Tette voda z gavora, x javora, 
Mojej mzlej do dvora, do dvora; 
Teéte voda, af potok, ay potok, 
Mojej, mzlej pod oblok, pod oblok. 


Pod oblotkom piska ju, piska ju, 

Von ta mila vola ju,vola ju: 

“Podze mila, pode von, podxe von 
Mas milého pred domom, pred domom” 
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Flowing Water 


Happy streams from woods afar flowing down 
Seek my true love in the court,’neath the wall, 
The bright water goes to seek my true love, 
And rests at last in peace where her eyes call. 


Your sworn lover,sweetheart mine, comes forth now, 
Comes to seek you inthe court, the rest place. 
Love calls to you, come out sweet, sweet come out, 
I wait neath your window, wait your dear face. 


Paraphrase by 
Edwin Markham 
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SLOVAKIA 
Paraphrase by 


Edna St.Vincent Millay 
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Andante 


Sadla muska na konarik 


Sadla muska na konarik, 
potriasala Kvet: 

Naco si mt, moja mila, 
zavtazala svet? 

Sa som ti ho neviazala 
viazals’ st ho sam: 
ktoremu choem Suhajovt 
moje srdce dam. 


Sednému som srdce dala 
druhemu je xial; 
tretiemu som povedala 
&e nepojdem zai. 


Storty sedt pokraj stola 
ako 3 ruse kvet: 

ak mw srdce, rucku nedam, 
pojde v Siry svet. 
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THE DISAPPOINTED SUITORS 


Slovak Folk-Song 


The Disappointed Suitors 


As the rose is overtaken 

By the heavy bee, 

So, my dearest, have you shaken 
All the world for me. 


Nay, and why must I be chidden 
For the pain you bear? 

If you give your heart unbidden, 
That is not my care! 


Should I yield my love to any, 
Yielding where I please, 

Yet must I be cold to many,- 
You are one of these. 


Pale he droops above the table, 
Like a rose in fall,- 
Ah, indeed, if I were able, 
I would love them all! 
Paraphrase by 
Edna St.Vincent Millay 
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Hej, Slovane! * 


Hej, Slované! jesté nase 
Slovanska ree  Bije 

Pokud nase verné srdce 
Pro nas narod bije. 

Zije, Bije duch slovansky, 
Bude zit na veky; 

Hrom a peklo! Marné vase 
Proti nam jsou vzteky; 
Hrom a peklo! Marné vase 
Proti nam jsou vzteky. 


Jasyka dar sveril nam Buh, 

Buh nag hromoviadny; 

Nesmi nam ho ) tedy vyrvat 

Na tom svete zadny; 

I nechat™ je koltk lidit 

Toltk bertu v svete, ~ 
Buh je s nami, kdo proti nam, 

Toho Perun smete; 

Buh jes nami, kdo proti nam 

Toho Perun smete. 


Nechat’ take se nad nami 
Hrozna boure vznese, 
Skala pukd, dub se lame, 
Zemé at” se trese; 
My stojime stale peoné, 
Tak jako zdt hradneé; 
ernad zem pohlti toho 
Kado odstoupi zradné; 
erna zem pohlti toho 
Kdo odstoupi sradné. 


Ho, Slavonians! se 


Ho, Slavonians! Still the language of our adoration 
Lives, as long as one true heart is pulsing for our nation. 
The Slavonic soul is living; it shall see no aging. 
Hell and thunder, all in vain is your unfriendly raging, 
Hell and thunder, all in vain is your unfriendly raging. 


God bestowed this speech upon us, God who reins the thunder! 

In His world no power shall dare to wrench our tongue as plunder. 
Though a million human demons trampled us and tore us, 

God is ours -- and His great arm will lash our foes before us, 
God is ours -- and His great arm will lash our foes before us. 


Though above a pelting storm should scatter devastation, 
Cleaving rock and splitting oak, and staggering earth’s foundation, 
Like a strongly rooted castle, we will stand the straighter. 
The black earth will swallow him who stoops to play the traitor! 
The black earth will swallow him who stoops to ae the traitor! 
4 English version by 
_ Clement Wood 


: | 
artee music see Polish National Anthem, Jeszcze Polska nie zginela, Vol. 2, p, 188. 
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SLOVAKIA 


Arranged by 
Vitezslav Novak 


JUST WITHOUT OUR LITTLE WINDOW 


Andante espressivo 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 
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wee bit wear-y, Yet with-in my heart is pin-ing, free-ly flow my tears. 
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Pod tim nasim okenetkem Just Without Our Little Window 
Pod tim nasim okenetkem byva velky mraz, Just without our little window all is bitter cold 
A v té nas¢ studeneéce nent vody sas; And our little well of water winter’ frosts enfold. 
Vesmu sz ga sekerecku, With my hatchet- none is better — 
Prosekam tu studenecku, Ill go break each icy fetter, 
A v ¢é nast studeneéce bude voda gas. Then our little well of water shall flow as of old. 
Pod tim nasim okenetkem z bile raze kvét; Just without our little window, white arose-bud peers, 
Povész ty mt, moje mila, proc té mrad svét? _‘ Tell me why, my little darling,why the sky neer clears? 
A mné svét ten nic nemrzé, No,the world is not so dreary, 
A mné svét ten nic nemraz, Nor amI a wee bit weary, 


Jen mné moje srdce bold plakala bych hned. Yet within my heart is pining, freely flow my tears. 


Pod tim nasim okeneckem bita lzl¢ja; Just without our little window leans a lily tall; 
Povéz ty mt, moje mila, kdo k vam chodiéva? Tell me truly, oh my darling,why no lovers call? 
Ak nam nikdo nechodtva, No one ever comes to meet me, 

A k nam nikdo nechodiva, No one ever comes to greet me, 

Nebo kazdy se obavd, Ze gsem chudobna. Poor and lowly they all shun me, seeking riches all. 


Translation by 
John Mokrejs 
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SLOVAKIA 61 
SLOVAK NATIONAL ANTHEM | 
English version by Over Tatra 
Clement Wood 
Andante 
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Now your lan-guor ban-ish see the light-ning van-ish! Slo-vaks will a- wak- en! 
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Nad Tatrou sa blyska Slovak National Anthem 
Nad Tatrou sa blyska, hromy divo biju, Over Tatra, lightning’s flaming sword is shaken. 
nad Tatrou sa blyska, hromy divo biju, Over Tatra, lightning’s flaming sword is shaken. 
zastavme sa bratia, ved’sa ony 2tratia, Now your languor banish--see the lightning vanish! 
Slovaci o¢ju! Slovaks will awaken! 
To Slovensko nase, postal turdo spalo, Until now Slovakia has been soundly drowsing. 
to Slovensko nase, posial tvurdo spalo, Until now Slovakia has been soundly drowsing. 
ale blesky hromu zbudzuju ho k tomu, But the lightning flashing and the thunder crashing 
aby sa prebralo! Come to her, arousing! 
Uz Slovensko vstava, puta si strhava, Now Slovakia, rising, hurls her bonds behind her. 
uz Slovensko vstava, puta si strhava, Now Slovakia, rising, hurls her bonds behind her. 
hej, rodina mila! hodina odbila, Holy Slavia, mother--she is living, brother, 
zije matka Slava! And no chains can bind her! 
. English version by 
Clement Wood 
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SONGS OF 
LOVE'S*GREDENT rt te eee —— 
LOVE's *LAIR«-. 9 ev edie er chee ee 


My Dar.inc, OH, My DARLING.......... 


AES ctemeney » sreen WRG Res Were reer et eee ee ere 
THE PRISONER OF HOLLAND............... : 
TEN GIRLS TO MARRY 2220.28) wal. oe et 
THE YouNGEST MARRIED FIRST........... 
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_ FRANCE 


LOVE'S GARDEN 


English version by 


Melody of the Fifteenth Century 
Piano accompaniment by Carl Deis 


Gustave Reese 
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L'AMOUR DE MOI 


L'amour de moy s’y est enclose 
Dedans ung joly jardinet 

Ox croist la rose et le muguel 
Et aussy faict la passerose. 

Ce jardin est bel et platsant, 
Il est garny de toutes flours; 
On y prend son esbattement 
Autant la nit comme le jour. 


Je la vy Vautre jour cueillir 
La violette en ung verd pré, 
La plus belle qu’oncque je vets, 


Et la plus plaisante & mon gré. 


Helas! Il n'est st doulce chose 
Que de ce doulx roussignolet 


Qui chante au soir, au matinet: 


Quand 11 est las il se repose. 


Je lat regardée une, pose: 
Elle était blanche comme lait 
Et doulce comme un agnelet 
Et vermeillette comme rose. 


FRANCE 


LOVE’S GARDEN 


Far from the roadway dwells a maiden, 
Where in peace her green garden grows; 
Hollyhocks bloom there beside the rose 
And lily-stalks are flower-laden. — 
Bright is the garden, fair to see, 
Shining with leaf and painted spray; 
There one may wander blithe and free, 
Be it by night, be it by day. 


I spied the maid one early dawn, 

Culling a violet from the lea; 

No sweeter bloom bedecks the lawn, 

Nor lives a lass more fair than she. 

Hark! now the copse with song is ringing! 
Sweetly chants the rapt nightingale; 
Chants he all night till stars are pale, 
And only rests when faint with singing. 


Once more I gazed, my love not knowing, 
Lo, there all milky white she strolled, 
Mild as a lambkin of the fold, 

And red as roses freshly blowing. 


English version by 
GUSTAVE REESE 
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LOVE’S LAIR 
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Reprinted by permission from“Rounds of France,’ Copyright, 1917, by The Boston Music Company. 
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Le rossignol: 


La dame: 


LE CHATEAU D’AMOUR 


J'ai un long voyage a fatre, 
Je ne sats qui'le fera. 

Si j'le dis a l’alouette 

Tout le monde le saura. 


. La violetie double, double, 


La violetie doublera. 


Si j'le dis 4 lV'alouette, 
Tout le monde le saura, 
Rossignol du vert bocage, 
Faites-moi ce plaisir-ld. 
La violette double, etc. 


Rossignol du vert bocage, 
Faites-mot ce platstr-ld. 
L’rossignol prend sa volée, 
Au chéteau d’amour s’en va. 
La violette double, etc. 


L’rossignol prend sa volée, 
Au chateau d’amour s’en va, 
Trouve la porte fermée, 

Par la fenétre il entra. 

La violette double, etc. 


Trouve la porte fermée, 
Par la fenétre 11 entra; 
Les dames étatent assises, 
Humblement les salua. 
La violette double, etc. 


Les dames étatent asstses, 
Humblement les salua. 
Bonjour l'une, bonjour l’autre, 
Bonjour la bell’ que voila. 

La violette double, etc. 


Bonjour l'une, bonjour l'autre 
Bonjour la bell’ que voila. 
Votre amt m’envote vous dire 
Que vous ne l’oublitez pas. 

La violetie double, etc. 


Votre ami m’envote vous dire 
Que vous ne l’oublitez pas. 
J’en at oublié-bien d'autres, 
J’ oublierai bien celut-la. 

La violette double, etc. 


FRANCE 


LOVE’S LAIR 


I’ve to make a distant journey, 
None can say how I may fare. 
If I tell the chatt’ring swallow, 
Soon they’ll know it ev’rywhere. 
Scent of violets in dim dingles 
Sweetly mingles with the air. 


If I tell the chatt’ring swallow, 
Soon they’ll know it ev’rywhere. 
Therefore nightingale, sweet singer, 
Go instead my word to bear. 

Scent of violets, etc. 


Therefore nightingale, sweet singer, 
Go instead my word to bear. 

And the nightingale flew onward, 
Till he came upon Love’s Lair. 
Scent of violets, etc. 


And the nightingale flew onward, 

Till he came upon Love’s Lair, 

Though the doors were lock’d, he enter’d 
Through an open window there. 

Scent of violets, etc. 


Though the doors were lock’d, he enter’d 
Through an open window there, 

And he bow’d his humblest greetings 

To a group of ladies fair. 

Scent of violets, etc. 


And he bow’d his humblest greetings 
To a group of ladies fair: 

‘Hail to one and to the other, 

Hail to you of golden hair.” 

Scent of violets, etc. 


‘Hail to one and to the other, 
Hail to you of golden hair. 

Your beloved has been wond’ring 
If still true to him you were.” 
Scent of violets, etc. 


“Your beloved has been wond’ring 
If still true to him you were.” 
“T’ve forgotten many another, 
Why for this one should I care?” 
Scent of violets, etc. 


English verston by 
. CarRL ENGEL 
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FRANCE 


Arranged by 
Carl Engel 


MY DARLING, OH, MY DARLING 


Translation by 
Henry Grafton Chapman 
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La Chanson des Métamorphoses 


« MIGNONNE, ma mignonne, bis 
Mon ceeur joli, 
J’te donn’rai cing cents livres 
De mon argent 
Si tu y veux me rendre 
Le coeur content. 


II 


—J'ne veux pas cing cents livres his 
De ton argent: 
Je me renderai nonne 
Dans le couvent; 
Non, jamais tu n’auras 
Le cceur content. 


Hohe 


— Ah! si tu te rends nonne 
Dans un couvent, 
Je me renderai moine, . 
Moine chantant; 
Je confess’rai la nonne 
Dans le couvent. 


bi 


IV 


— Ah! si tu te rends moine, 
Moine chantant, 
Je me renderai rose 
Dans le rosier. 
Non, jamais tu n’aura3 
Mes amitiés. 


bie 


v 


— Ah! si tu te rends rose 
Dans le rosier, 
Je prenderai la forme 
D’un jardinier; 
Je cueillerai la rose 
Sur le rosier. 


t bis 


VI 


—Ah! si tu prends la forme 
D’un jardinier, 
Je me rendrai anguille 
Dans le vivier. 
Non, jamais tu n’auras 
Mes amitiés. 


bis 


vii 
—Si tu te rends anguille 
Dans le vivier, 
Je prenderai la forme 
D’un poissonnier ; 
Je pécherai l’anguille 


Dans le vivier. 


bis 


FRANCE 


My Darlmg, Oh, My Darling 
1 
||: My darling, oh, my darling, 

My pretty heart, :|| 

I'd give a hundred silver 
Pieces of mine, 

If but to make me happy 
Thou wouldst incline.” 


1B 


||: I want-no hundred silver 
Pieces of thine,:|| 
Myself within a convent 
I shall confine; 
Nay, nay, to make thee happy 


I'll ne’er incline.” 


108 


|: Thyself within a convent 
Shouldst thou confine, :|| 
A monk I’ll be, and sing thee 
Service divine. 
I'll shrive the nun the convent 
Seeks to confine.” 


IV 


|: If thou turn monk to sing me 
Service divine, :|| 
I'l] turn into a rosebud 
On the rose-tree. 
Nay, nay, I’ll never love thee, 
Ne’er shall love thee.” 


Vv 


{j:““If thou become a rosebud 
On the rose-tree, :|| 
Then I for tree and rosebud 
Gard’ner shall be. 
And I shall pluck the rosebud 
From the rose-tree.” 


VI . 
\j:“Oh, if the shape of gard’ner 
Thou wert to take,:|| 
I’d be an eel a-swimming 
Deep in the lake. 
Nay, nay, I’ll never love thee, 
Ne’er shall love thee.” 


VII 
||: If thou an eel becamest, 
Deep in the lake, :|| 
The aspect of an angler 
Then should I take, 
And I should go an-eeling 
Down in the lake.” 


FRANCE 


Viti 


—Ah! si tu prends la forme : 
bis 


D’un poissonnier, 
Je me renderai caille 
Parmi les blés: 
Non, jamais tu n’auras 
Mes amitiés. 


IX 


—Ah! si tu te rends caille his 
Parmi les blés, 
Je prenderai la forme 
D’un épervier; 
Je plumerai la caille 
Parmi ces blés. 


x 
— Ah! si tu prends la forme ) ,. 
, , bis 
D’un épervier, 
Je me renderai cloche 
Dans le clocher; 
Non, jamais tu n’auras 
Mes amitiés. 


XI 


—Ah! si tu te rends cloche bis 
Dans le clocher, 
Je prenderai l’habit 
D’un marguillier; 
Je sonnerai la cloche 
Dans le clocher. 


XII 
—Ah! si tu prends l’habit 4 
’ eV: bis 
D’un marguillier, 
Je me rendrai étoile 
Au firmament; 
A moi ne pense plus, 
Mon cher amant. 


XII 
—Si tu te rends étoile bis 
Au firmament, 
Je me renderai lune: 
Au ciel j’irai, 
Et tu seras, ma belle, 
A mes cétés.” 


4 


VII 
\|:“*Oh, if the shape of angler 
Thou wert to take, :|| 
I'd be a quail a-hiding 
Under the brake. 
Nay, nay, I'll never love thee, 
Make no mistake.” 


IX 
\|:“ If quail thou wert, a-hiding 
Under the brake, :|| 
Myself into a sparhawk 
Then should I make. 
I'd pluck the quail a-hiding 
Under the brake.” 


x 
||: If thou into a sparhawk 
Thyself shouldst make, :|| 
Of bell within its belfry 
The form I'd take. 
Nay, nay, I’ll never love thee, 
Make no mistake.” 


XI 


|: If thou within its belfry 
Shouldst be the bell,:|| 
Then I will be the sexton, 
Near thee to dwell; 
The bell within its belfry 
Would I toll well.” 


XII 


\|:*If thou shouldst be the sexton 
Living hard by, :|| 
I'd be a star a-shining 
Up in the sky. 
So think no more of me, Sir, 
Lover, good-bye!” 


XIII 


||: Wert thou a star a-shining 
Up in the sky,:|| 
I’d be the moon, and upward 
To heav'n I'd fly, 
And thou shouldst be my lady, 
Ever close by.” 


English version by 
Henry GRAFTON CHAPMAN 
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NOEL 


Les anges dans nos campagnes 
Ont entonné Il’hymne des cieux, 
Et l’écho de nos montagnes 
Redit ce chant mélodieux. 
Gloria in Excelsis Deo! 


Bergers pour qui cette féte! 

Quel est l’objet de tous ces chants? 
Quel vainqueur, quelle conquéte 
Mérite ces cris triomphants? 


Ils annoncent la naissance 
Du libérateur d’Israél 

Et, pleins de reconnaissance, 
Chantent en ce jour solennel. 


Cherchons tous |’heureux village 
Qui |’a vu naitre sous ses toits; 
Offrons-lui tendre hommage, 

Et de nos cceurs et de nos voix! 


NOEL 


Angels in yon starry spaces, 
Shepherds with your flocks in fold, 
Bow yourselves and veil your faces— 
A new star the skies behold. 


Gloria in Excelsis Deo! 


From our mountains come the echoes 
Of one glad triumphant cry: 

Who is victor, who the vanquished, 
Whom hath love brought forth to die? 


There is heard no sound of weeping, 
Far from us the cross, the tomb— 
In a manger He lies sleeping, 

Light eternal, light hath come. 


Lo! the Lord of Life comes near us, 
King of Shepherds, King of Kings! 
While the Heavens bend to hear us, 
Angels, shepherds, children, sing! 
English version by 
CHARLES H, BoTsForD 
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Carl Engel 


Translation by 
Henry Grafton Chapman 
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FRANCE 


Le Prisonnier de Hollande 


I 
DerriERE chez mon pére 
Les lauriers sont fleuris; 
Tous les oiseaux du monde 
S’en vont y fair’ leurs nids. 
Aupres de ma blonde 
Qu’il fait bon, fait bon, 
Bon, bon, 
Aupreés de ma blonde 
Qu’il fait bon dormir. 


i 
La caill’, la tourterelle 
Et la joli’ perdrix, 
Et la blanche colombe 
Qui chante jour et nuit. 
Aupres de ma blonde, ete. 


III 
Ils chantent pour les filles 
Qui n’ont point de mari: 
Ne chantent point pour moi, 
Car jen ai un joli. 
Aupres de ma blonde, ete. 


Iv 
Il est dans la Hollande, 
Les Hollandais l’ont pris. 
«Que donneriez-vous, belle? 
J’irais vous le quérir. 
Aupreés de ma blonde, etc. 


v 
— Je donnerais bien Rennes, 
Paris et Saint-Denis, 
La tour de Babylone, 
Pour voir mon bon ami.» 
Aupreés de ma blonde 
Qu’il fait bon, fait bon, 
Bon, bon, 
Aupreés de ma blonde 
Qu’il fait bon dormir. 


The Prisoner of Holland 


1 
Back yonder at my father’s 
The laurels are in bloom, 
And all the birds on earth there 
To build their nests have come. 
Ah! but nith my fair one 
It is good, ’tis good, 
Good, good, 
Ah! but nith my fair one 
It ts good to stay. 


I 
The quail, the pretty partridge, 
The pigeons white and gray, 
The turtle-dove is there, too, 
That sings both night and day. 
Ah! but mith my fair one, ete. 


II 
They'll only sing for maidens, 
For maids with husbands none: 
For me they ’ll not be singing, 
For I’ve a handsome one. 
Ah! but nith my fair one, ete. 


IV 
But now he’s off in Holland, 

In prison there, alack! — 
“What would you give, my fair one, 
If I should bring him back?” 

Ah! but with my fair one, ete. 


Vv 
“I'd give the town of Rennes, Sir, 
Paris and Saint-Denis, 
And Babylon’s great tower, 
My love once more to see.” 
Ah! but with my fair one 
It is good, ’tis good, 
Good, good, 
Ah! but with my fair one 
It is good to stay. 


English version by 
Henry GRAFTON CHAPMAN 


15 


FRANCE 


76 


TEN GIRLS TO MARRY 


Arranged by 
Gustave Ferrari 


English version by 
Carl Engel 
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Reprinted by permission from “Rounds of France?’ Copyright, 1917, by The Boston Music Company. 
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NOUS ETIONS DIX FILLES A MARIER 


Nous étions dix fill’ dans un pré, 
Tout's les dix & marter; 
’'Y avait Dine, 
’"Y avait Chine, 
’'Y avait Claudine et Martine. 
Ah, Ah! 
Cath’ rinett’ et Cath’rina! 
’Y avait la belle Suzon, 
La duchess’ de Montbazon, 
’'Y avait Celiméne, 
Il ’y avait la Dumaine! 


Le fils du rot vint @ passer; 
Tout’s al les a saluées: 
Salue Dine, 
Salue Chine, 
Salue Claudine et Martine; 
Ah, Ah! 
Cath’rinett’ et Cath’rina, 
Salue la belle Suzon, 
La duchess’ de Montbazon; 
Salue Celiméne, 
Baise la Dumaine. 


A tout’s il fit un cadeau, 
A tout’s a fit un cadeau, 
Bague a Dine 
Bague a Chine 
Bague a Claudine et Martine; 
Ah, Ah! 
Cath’rinett’ et Cath’rina, 
Bague a la belle Suzon, 
La duchess’ de Montbazon, 
Bague a Celiméne, 
Diamant @ la Dumatine. 


Il leur offrit de s’asseotr, 
Il leur offrit de s’asseoir, 

Chaise a Dine, 

Chaise a Chine, 
Chaise a Claudine et Martine; 

Ah, Ah! 

Cath’rinett’ et Cath’rina, 
Chaise a la belle Suzon, 
La duchess’ de Montbazon, 
Chatse a Celiméne, 
Fauteuil a la Dumaine. 


Puts tout’s a les renvoya, 

Puts tout’s il les renvoya, 
Renvoie Dine, 
Renvoie Chine, 

Renvote Claudine et Martine; 

Ah, Ah! 

Cath’rinett’ et Cath’rina, 

Renvote la belle Suzon, 

La duchess’ de Montbazon, 

Renvote Celimeéne, 

Mats garda la Dumaine. 


FRANCE 
TEN GIRLS TO MARRY 


We were ten girls, all in a ring, 
All ten bent on marrying; 

There was Annie, 

There was Nannie, 

There was Betty, 

There was Hatty, 

Ah, Ah! 

There were Kate and Catherine, 
And there was fair Evelyn, 
Also little Dolly Quinn; 
There was Celia Quackenbosh 
And pretty Polly Mackintosh. 


There chanced to pass the King’s own son, 
Greeted all ten, one by one, 

Bowed to Annie, 

Bowed to Nannie, 

Bowed to Betty, 

Bowed to Hatty, 

Ah, Ah! 

Bowed to Kate and Catherine, 
And he bowed to Evelyn, 
Bowed to little Dolly Quinn, 
And to Celia Quackenbosh— 
But kissed fair Polly Mackintosh. 


Then, like most all the sons of kings, 
He presented them with rings, 

One to Annie, 

One to Nannie, 

One to Betty, 

One to Hatty, 

Ah, Ah! 

One to Kate and Catherine, 7 
He gave one to Evelyn, 
One to little Dolly Quinn, 
And to Celia Quackenbosh— 
But two to Polly Mackintosh. 


And then the scion of the Crown 
Brought some chairs, and each sat down. 
One for Annie, 
One for Nannie, 
One for Betty, 
One for Hatty, 
Ah, Ah! 
One for Kate and Catherine, 
One chair for fair Evelyn, 
One for little Dolly Quinn, 
And for Celia Quackenbosh— 
A throne for Polly Mackintosh. 


The royal heir, after a while, 
Sent them off, each with a smile, 
Sent off Annie, . 
Sent off Nannie, 
Sent off Betty, 
Sent off Hatty, 
Ah, Ah! 
Sent off Kate and Catherine, 
And he sent off Evelyn, 
Sent off little Dolly Quinn, 
Also Celia Quackenbosh— 
But not so Polly Mackintosh! 


English version by 
CARL ENGEL 
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LA CADETTE MARIEE AVANT L’AINEE THE YOUNGEST MARRIED FIRST 


Voila le mois de Mat, Here it is late in May, 
Et lon lan la tirelire, — Too long, too long we have tarried; 
Voila le mois de Maz, Here it is late in May, 
Il faut marier nos filles. Our daughters are not married. 
Laquell’ mart’ rons-nous? Which should get married first? 
Et lon lan la tirelire, The tiny one or the strong one? 
Laquell’ mart’rons-nous? Which should get married first? 
| La grande ou la petite? The old one or the young one? 
| La petit’, s’al vous plait, Please let me have the young, 
Et lon lan la tirelire, If only I could entice her, 
La petit’, s’1l vous plait, Please let me have the young, 
| Ell’ est la plus gentille. She is by far the nicer. 
La grand’ monte a sa chambre, Upstairs the older goes, 
. Et lon lan la tirelire, Quite pain’d by such an exclusion. 
La grand’ monte a sa chambre Upstairs the older goes, 
Et se met a pleurer. To weep with much profusion. 
Son pére monte aussitot: Father goes after her, 
Et lon lan la ttreltre, And up the stairs he is creeping; 
Son peéere monte aussitot: Father goes after her: 
“Pourquot pleures-tu, ma fille?”’ “My child, why are you weeping?”’ 
“On marie ma p'tit’ seur, ‘““My sister is to wed, 
Et lon lan la ttrelire, The thought of it makes me tingle; 
—~ On marie ma p'tit’ seur My sister is to wed 
Et mot je reste fille.” And I shall be left single.”’ 
‘Ne pleure pas, ma fill’, “Don’t weep, I beg of you, 
Et lon lan la tirelire, And don’t lose courage, my honey; 
Ne pleure pas, ma fill’ Don’t weep, I beg of you, 
On te martera riche. We'll find you one with money. 
“Avec six bottes d’oignons, “You'll get six bags 0’ beans, 
Et lon lan la tirelire, In lieu of offerings dotal; 
Avec six bottes d’oignons You'll get six bags o’ beans 


y 


Et deux liards de pommes cwites.’ Which makes a handsome total.”’ 


Voila le mois de Mat, Here it is late in May, 

Et lon lan la tirelire, Too long, too long we have tarried; 
Voila le mots de Mat, Here it is late in May, 

Il faut marier nos filles. Our daughters are not married. 


English verston by 
CARL ENGEL 
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THE LUTE-PLAYER AND THE DANCING LASS 


GREECE 


Arranged by 
Franklin Robinson 


Translation by 
Aristides E. Phoutrides 
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"Eov nov oégvets tov 1006. 


"Eov xov oéevers tov 70d 

ot xpéxe. toayovdax 

ot xgéxet xal ’s tO mAayt cov 
x §va xodAnxagant. 


To oxavw 1d Aaotvto 
TO xdvw xétavEa 

va fpovv xodAnxdgr 
tows xal o’ Eneova. 


‘Qs xai td dnddve tO xovdl 
xai ’xetvo nady Eyer 

NAYEL va xatoy 'stov xovtlé 
xal tO towing t’ ayxat. 


Tt Eypooga taigiaEaue 
Sha Eva pxdi, 

oay ta Ceunovita ta paobia 
novvar ’s tO wegr6ddt. 


Tt Eupoopa yogevters 
ti Eypoepa mbdgc 

3 palvetan, movAl ov, 
6 TH YH ‘nov dé natgs. 


Ti Eupogq~a ‘targidEope! 
low pas ’s thy dodda 

. oav tov ‘EAAnvixd otoatd 
ov elvat 'c thv "Edda. 


feito ty. L©HE VINEYARD AND IT'S MASTER 


Aristides E. Phoutrides 
Animato 


vine - yard 


mine,— go 
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The Lute-Player and the Dancing Lass 


LuTE-PLAYER: 
The lovely lass* that leads the dance 
Must have a song of praises, 
And by her side a handsome lad 
To please her with his gazes. 
The lute I play may split and break 
To pieces in her honor; 
I would. I were a handsome lad; 
I might, perhaps, have won her. 
The nightingale may sing so sweet 
And warble so unheeding ; 
But one sharp thorn can pierce it so 
It may be faint with bleeding. 
DANCING Lass: 
Like comrades all we sing and dance 
And treat you like a brother ; 
Like blossoms blue on this green grass, 
‘One blossom by another. 
LuTE-PLAYER: 
You dance and skip so light and lithe, 
I cannot tire of sighing; 
And like a bird you skim the earth 
With shining wings a-flying. 
DANCING Lass: 
Like comrades all we sing and dance 
And treat you like a brother ; 
Like soldiers true of Greece set free, 
One soldier by another. 


Translation by 
*The words in italics are repeated © ARISTIDES E. PHOUTRIDES 


Arranged by 
Constantine Nicolay 
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The Vineyard and Its Master 


THE VINEYARD: 


THE MASTER: 


| 


Don’t sell me, pray, you fool, 


Good master mine! 


Old vineyard mine—go to— 
Cursed vineyard mine! 


Don’t turn me into pennies, 


By the salty sea! 


A vineyard god-forsaken, 


By the salty sea! 
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Translation by 
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‘O Kiké—tye. 
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The Kleftman 


Black is the night on every hill, 

And snow falls in the valleys; 
And where the wind blows cold and shrill. 
In every pass from hill to hill Jz 

The kleftman bravely rallies.* 2. 


Go kiss a bloody tyrant’s feet. 
Your slavish bows displaying ; 
In forests green the kleftmen meet, 
Trusting their swords, each other greet, 
And to their God are praying. |2 


Give me your blessing, mother, now ; 
Let me not see you crying ; 
Your son must go to keep his vow; 
I cannot slave, I cannot bow; |2 
Such life is only dying. 2 


Blue eyes I love, weep not for me; 
Let not your light belie me; 
Your tears might lure and humble me; 
Among the hills I shall be free ]|2 
And ‘die with freedom by me. J2 


What makes the earth groan deep and low? 


I heard a rifle firing. 

Is it the slaughter of the foe? 

A host in rout! a deadly blow! |2 
The kleftman lies expiring! |2 


Comrades about him throng in woe 
And bear him. sadly sighing: 

They sing beside him as they go: 

“The kleftman lives for freedom so, |2 
And thus for her is dying.” 2 


J2 


Translation by 
ARISTIDES E, PHOUTRIDES 


“The words in italics are repeated. 
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Music by 
S. S. Lontos 


English words by Edith Thomas 
after a Greek folk-poem 
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Why Does He Haunt My Door? 


“Mother, I love her so; my heart is all one flame ; 

Three years it is I've loved, yet could not speak for shame! 
O Mother, go and tell her this; and, Mother dear, 

Be careful no one else is there to hear.” 


The mother took her distaff, spinning all the way. 
She found the maiden knitting; she had much to say! 
The maiden heard it all; a look demure she wore— 
“Tf he is so ashamed, why does he haunt my door?” 
By EpiItH THOMAS 
After a Greek folk poem 


‘“English version from ‘‘ Folk Songs of Greece under the Turk,’’ by Pericles Mellon and 
Edith Themas, Poet Lore Magazine, 1915. Used by permission. 
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OLD DEMOS AND HIS RIFLE 


Music by 
P. Carreris 


Translation by 
Aristides E. Phoutrides 
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‘O Pégw-Ajjipos. 


"Eyégaca, pwogt xardia! "Apav! “Ayavy, 'Auav! 
Tleviyvta xodvoug xAeptns = Kal tiv xodAnxagid pov. *Qy! 
Tov txvo dév Eyéotaca, 


IO Toéya, nadi pov, yoryoea 
Cw va naw va i. Fay aha Leet Ae 
"Eotégey’ fj SET oy, Toéxa wna. otHy Qaxn, 
Bovot td alua ribyvoa, Kal gif td toupéx. pov. 
Dradavatia dév uéver. Lrov tavo pov énavw. 
‘Apav! ’Audv! "Andy! i ee ; 
Vrohopatia dév péver. “Qy! Axovo’ 6 Atmos thy Bon 


bikes Més tov Bad tov tavo, 
Kv &v Eequtodoy xdt Estavigwoe ta yEQUa... 
Drdov tox tov amd eae O yéqw Aijios ‘xédave, 
Odoywvtan ta xAeqrénovia O yégw Aijos nde. 
T’ Gopata va xoepave, 
Na& toayovdsotw ta veatd pov "Auav! ’Audv! ’Auav! 
Kal thv xodAnxagia pov! ‘O yéew Anposg ade. “Oy! 


Old Demos and His Rifle 


I have grown old, too old, my boys, 
For fifty years a kleftman; 
I have not had my share of sleep: 
And now old, worn and weary, 
I want to lay me down and rest; 
My heart is dry and shrivelled. 
My blood like fountains have I poured, 
And not a drop is left me. 


Aman! Aman! Aman! 
And not a drop is left me. Ah! 


Who knows upon my lonely grave 
What tree will grow and prosper! 

And if it be a big plane-tree. 
Under its shady branches 

The klefts will gather young and strong 
To hang their sturdy weapons, 

And sing good songs in praise of me. 
And of my youth and manhood. 


Aman! Aman! Aman! 
And of my youth and manhood. Ah! 


Be quick, my boy! Run up the hill 
And up the highest mountain! 
Then fire my rifle to the winds 
As I lie down to slumber. 


Old Demos in his slumber heard 
The groaning of his rifle; 
He crossed his hands upon his breast 
With pale lips once more smiling. 
Old Demos, he is dead and gone! | 
Old Demos, gone forever! 


Aman! Aman! Aman! 
Old Demos, gone forever! Ah! 


Translation by 
ARISTIDES E. PHOUTRIDES 


GREECE 


Arranged by 
Frederick S. Converse 


(New Year’s Song) 


SAINT BASIL 


Translation by 
Aristides E. Phoutrides 
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GREECE 


"Ayn Baoidyge. 


“Aytos BaoiAns Egyxeta 
Kal dév pas xatadéxetar 
Ano thv Kavoageia. 

2’ ela’ dgydvticca Kvoia 


Baotdet xévva xal yaori 
Zazyagoxavtto SCuwrn 
.Xaoti xal xadapaor 
Aés tye, tO xodAnxaor. 


To xodoudgt Eyoage, 

Th poloa tov tiv FAcye 
Kat to yaoti myider 

To xYoved nag xagyvo@uAr. 


"Aoxipyvid xv’ doyxyoovid 
Wrnin pov devdeod6avid, 
Kai aexn xadds pos yeQdvos 
"ExxAnaid, pe t’ a&ywo Bodvos. 


"Aoyn nov Byihxev 6 Xoiotds 
“Aytos xal [vevpatinds, 
L™M yi) va neonate 

Kal va pas xahoxagdtoy. 


Saint Basil 


Saint Basil comes and passes by, 
And scorns us for no reason why ; 
He comes from Caesarea town. 
Mistress,* bring us something down. 


He carries pen and paper white, 

And sugar candies sweet and bright ; 
He brings his pen and ink for writing. 
You should see me in the fighting! 


The pen, it wrote and scribbled down; 
He told our fortunes with a frown. 
And then the paper spoke a trifle; 
Yes, we swear by our gold rifle: 


“A new month’s eve, a New Year’s Eve, 
Sweet rosemary, I beg your leave; 
Joy be your lot the whole year round, 
May your house be holy ground. 


“The new year follows on Christ’s birth: 
So holy Christ who walks the earth 
May bless you, every girl and boy, 
And fill all good hearts with joy.” 


Translation by 
ARISTIDES E. PHOUTRIDES 


*The words in italics are repeated. 
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THE SHEPHERD BOY 
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Arranged by 


Franklin Robi 


Translation by 
Aristides E. Phoutrides 
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| GREECE 


Td Tooxavénovio. 


Ul 


Toopxavaxog fpouva 
TI go6ardxa enya, 


Ma pia a 


‘Dav mh elda bebe TOQeAAa. 


Tovvte, tovvte, tovvte, tovvte. 


"Ey® xaltw thy gdoyéga 


Ilovevd, Beadv, viyta, *péoa. 


Thiela ‘ya va d&yaxnow 
Kal v’ ddmotavatiow. 


““Oha ta Povva ‘vebaive 


Thy dyan pou yugetw 
Biéxw pid toedtyyonxovAa 
II ov p’ Bxawe thy xagdovia. 


£03 
The Shepherd Boy 


Once I was a shepherd boy, 

I kept sheep and lived with joy ; 

Then my lovely maiden found me, 

Charmed me, and her bright eyes bound me. 


Tunde,* tunde, tunde, tunde! 2 


Day and night I passed in singing. 
With my flute the hills were ringing 
But my love has made me gloomy 
And some day to death will doom me. 


Every hill I climb to find her, 

And I long with love to bind her ; 

My dear shepherd lass that burned me, 
Burned my heart with love and spurned me. 


Translation by 
ARISTIDES E. PHOUTRIDES 


*Pron. toon-day. 


THE DANCE OF ZALONGO 


Translation by 


Aristides E. Phoutrides 
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so glad as 
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know that life 
be 


sweet to me 
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my last 
is sweet-er and more 
to death 


bye, Good bye, 


GREECE 


hitls, for 


‘O xoQo¢ tot Zaddyyov- 


“Eye yetd, xabdpéve xdope, 
“Eye yeid, yAuxera Con, 
Kal ov, dvcetvyn xatoida, 
“Eye yew xavtotew%, 


“Eyete 'yerd, Bovooties, 
Aédyou, Bovva, oayoties. 


'H ovitwrioces 5& patav 
Tia va Cotve povayd, 

Zégovv raws xal va xedaivovv, 
Na py otégyouv tH ordabid. 


Lav va Aav oe navnyvet 
M’ dviicpévyn xacyadia, 
Méo’ otov “Abn xate6aivouvv 
Mé teayotdia, wé yaod. 


The Dance of Zalongo 


Good-bye, lovely world of sorrow, 
Life so sweet to me good-bye; 

And to you, my sorry country, 
This is now my last good-bye. 


Cool little fountains, good-bye, 
Good-bye, hills, forests, mountains. 


We are women born in Suli. 
Though we know that life is fair, 
Still to life in hateful bondage, 
Death is sweeter and more fair. 


Wedding guests with lilac blossoms 
Could not be so glad as they, 

As they danced with joy and singing” 
To the land of death away. 


Translation by 
ARISTIDES F:. PHOUTRIDES 
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be no long-er si - lent. 


Eltorott a hegedim be Broken Is My Violin 


Hitorott a hegedum nem akar szolant, Stilled my broken violin, 


Rosst Rozs¢ mz bajod mért nemakarsz sz0lné? ~— St illed its lovely music- 
Why, my Rozi, why are you, 
Silent, silent also? 


A hegediim majd meg reperalom, Soon’tis mended, soon tis mended, Rozi, 
Ssolalj meg hat rubintos viragom. Then no longer youll be silent, Dearest; 


Soon’tis mended, soon’tis mended, Rozi, 
Then,my flower, be no longer silent. 


English version by 
David Morton 
MOONLIGHT AND STARRY NIGHT 
Paraphrase by 
David Morton Arranged by Lajos Serly 
a» 4 Adagio con moto ia “ten. lal 
ae” ar” Bh BEES SS SSS | Ge Ss aS ee Sa, 
(a © a ee ee 
O, the moonand starsareshin - ing, 
fn fr ten. . 
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There by moon light, 
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by moon - Hen by star - light, 


Holdvelagos cstllagos az éjszaka Moonlight and Starry Night 
Holdvtlagos csillagos az éjszaka. O, the moon and stars are shining, 
Latiak-e még kedves rozsam valaha? Think you of me? 

De minek ts gondolnek én te read; There by moonlight, there by starlight, 
Ssegeny vaqyok nem tllek en te hozzad. Dream of me. 


Nay, unworthy, I of dreaming 
Dreams of you; 

Poor, unworthy I of dreaming 
Dreams, love, of you. 

Nay, by moonlight or by starlight, 
I cannot dream, 

Poor, unworthy, I of dreaming 
Dreams, love,of you. 


Paraphrase by 


David Morton 
85560 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL 


English version by 


Arranged by 
Lajos Serly 


FC. 


Moderato 


you, 


le- hem calls 


in -a man - ger, 


Lo, 


Christmas Carol 


Menybol az angyal 


Angels cry from on high. 
Lo, in a manger, Christ the Saviour 


Bethlehem calls you, waken,O Shepherds, 
Verily there doth lie. 
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There you shall see the blessed Maria 
On this morn, Christmas morn. 
Let all the world shout loud Hosannas, 


Istennek fia, aki szuletett 


Christ is born, Christ is born. 


n, jaszolba. 
O lészen nektek uidvezitotok 


Valoban, valoban. 


a 


Jaszolba 


English version by 


F.C. 


FF 


Mellette vagyon az edes anyja 


Maria, 


aria. 
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Barmok kozt fekszik, jaszolban nyugsztk 


Szent fia, szent fia. 
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FORGET-ME-NOT 
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Lajos Serly 


English version by 
Anna Mathewson 
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for-get-me-not, for-get not, 
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Kek nefelejts Forget - Me-Not 


Kek nefelejts, kek nefelejts,otragasck a viz tukren 
Oreg vagyok, beteg vagyok, nem sokaig élek en. 
Hanem azert,hanem azert, koszorut ha meghalok; 
A stromra, strhalmomra nefelejtsbol fonjatok. 


Ha ast tartod én feldlem, hogy oly madar le hetnek 
Egy ssavadra,hivasodra mindjart hozzad repiuinek. 


O, forget-me-not, forget not, 
Blue-eyed flow'ret by the lake; © 
O, forget-me-not, forget not, 
How my lonely heart doth ache! 
I am weary, 
Earth is dreary, 
Here no longer may I dwell; 
Ev'ry morrow 
Brings new sorrow,- 
Little flower, now farewell. 


O, forget-me-not, forget not, 
Tiny blossom, blithe and brave; 


Bar cstnaltass, bar kinaigass,ssep aranyos kalicskat; O, forget-me-not, forget not, 


De én aszért ssabadsagom mégsem kotném te hozzad. 
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Bloom in beauty on my grave. 
No more weeping, 
I'll be sleeping 
-In some quiet, holy spot; 
So be near me, 
Still to cheer me,— 


Darling flower, forget me not! 
English version by 
Anna Mathewson 
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IN THE FOREST 


Folk-Song 
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English version by 
Walter Adolphe Roberts 
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her mate flies 


Erdo, erdo, sirt erdd 


Erd6, erdé, stirti erdé arnyaban, 
Fiilemiile busan dalol magaban 
Busan dalol, keservesen konnyesik, 
Fajdalmara, bus dalara 

Parja vissza érkeztk. 


PALKO, JANKO 


(The names of two horses) 


English version by 
Anna Catherine Markham 


Risoluto 
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In the Forest 


In the forest, deep green forest, lives a bird. 
Low lamenting now the nightingale is heard. 
Hark,shesings a mournful, sighing song of pain, 
And so bitter is her crying 

That her mate flies to her again. 


English version by 
Walter Adolphe Roberts 


Folk Song 
47th Century 


sword sheath, 


HUNGARY 


for - ward, 


Hur - rah, 
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each one find his own sweet-heart, Well dance the gay 
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Csinom Pa 


Ivory is my sword sheath, 
Beauties my two pistols! 


t 


, 


szsegre 


Ze 
Menjen tanezba ki ki kéztiink Azo jegyesével. 


Nossza rajta jo katonak Igyunk e¢, 


Hurrah, forward, my brave soldiers, 


Comrades 


drink to victory. 


9 


Then each one find his own sweetheart, 


Well dance the gay csardas. 


Paraphrase by 
Anna Catherine Markham 
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pen-dence, Long 


Kossuth Lajos azt uzente 


Kossuth Lajos ast uzente: 
Elfogyott a regimentje! 

Ha még egysser ast tizent, 
Mindnya junknak el kell mennt! 
Hijen a magyar szabadsag! 
Liljen a haza. 


Estk eso kartkara, 
Kossuth Lajos kalapjara. 
Valahany csepp estk raja 
Anny? alda’s szalljon raja! 
Eijen a magyar ssabadsag! 
Kijen a haza. 
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Long live Ma -gyar 


Louis Kossuth 


Kossuth sent his courier calling, 
“Magyar troops are falling, falling?’ 
If again he sends this cry 

Old and young must go to die. 
Long live Magyar independence, 
Long live Hungary. 


Fast are rain drops now descending - 
There on Kossuth’s head unbending. 
Thick as raindrops are downpouring 
Blessings on him were imploring. 
Long live Magyar independence, 


Long live Hungary. 
‘ er version by 
Edwin Markham 
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RARE THE BARLEY, RARE THE RYE, RARE THE WHEAT 
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Allegretto con brio 
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is rye and 


Bar-ley’ rare and so 


who's danc-ing small and slen-der— 


see 


O come and 


and oh 


tin - y are her feet,Shes mine, she’s mine 


how sweet, how sweet! 
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my sweet-heart, comehere, comehere! Tin- y trim one, docome here! 


etka buza,retka arpa,retka rozs 


Ritka buza, r¢tka arpa, ritka rozs, 

De ritka, ritka,ritka kis lany takaros,takaros. 
Lam az enyém,lam az enyem,ldm az enyém takaros. 
Ktestt alacsony, nem magas. 


Hej te kis lany barna kts lany! 
Eszem azta kis szadat 


Ha egy kicstt nagyobb volnal,ha egy kicsttna-— 
gyobb volnal 


Mindjart megcsokoinalak. 
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Rare the Barley, Rare the Rye,Rare theWheat 


Barley’ rare and so is rye and so is wheat. 
But oh, not half so rare as my girl whos neat. 


Oh come and see whos dancing small and slender— 
tiny are her feet, 


She's mine, she’s mine and oh how sweet,how sweet! 


Ho, my sweetheart, come here, come here! 
Tiny trim one, do come here! 
Ishall kiss your funny little lips you know, ee, 


Ah, if you were not quite so short, Id kiss them 
right away! 

English version by 
John Chipman Farrar 
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Arranged by 
Lajos Serly 


English version by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 
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’Neath the light— 
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Nenesen anny? tenger csdllag 


Nenesen annyt tenger csillag az egen 


Mint a hanyszor eszembe vagy te nekem. 


Ha te engem szint oly hiven szeretneél; 
Melyebb lenne szerelmunk a tengernel. 


Edes anyam leanyanak nevesnek, 
Nem tehetek rola, hogy igy szeretlek 
Ast az egyet kototte a lelkemre; 


Ne dleljek, ne szoritsak, csalfalegenyt keblemre. 
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Sea of Stars 


Stars are fewer in all the sky, 
Shining clear, 
Than are thoughts of you in my heart, 
O my dear! : 
If you were true — 
If you were true- 
O my dear- 
Love would be as deep as oceans 
Neath the light of shining stars. 


Love I cannot hinder nor help, 
O my dear; 
But my mother bade me beware — 
Bade me fear! 
I must not kiss, 
I must not kiss, 
O my dear, 
One who's light as flying foam 
*Neath the light of constant stars. 


English version by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 
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Arranged by 
Alberto Bimboni 


Wilkinson 


English version by 
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Canzone di Natale 


Dormi, dormi, O bel bambin, 
Re divin; ]2 

Dormi, dormi, O fantolin; 

Fa la nanna, O caro figlio, 
Re del ciel, 

Tanto bel, grazioso giglio. 


Dorm, dormi, dolce amore; 
Dorms, dormi, O mio desir. 
O caro e dolce amor, 

O pargoletto fior! 

Gest, dimmsi che brami, 
Tutto, tutt’to t’offro tl cor. 


Perché piangi, O bambinell? 
Forse il gél J2 
Ti da noia, o !’asinell. 
Fa la nanna, O paradiso 
_ Del mio cor; 
Redentor, ti bacio il viso. 


Cosi presto vuoi provar 
A penar, ]2 

A venir a sospirar; 

Dormi, che verra quel giorno 
Di partir 

E morir con tuo gran scorno. 


Or di raggi cingi il crin, 
Ma nel fin j2 
Cambieransi in lunghi spin. 
Fa la nanna, O pargoletto 

Si gentil, 
Che un fenil godi per letto. 


Ecco vengono i pastor 
Che di cuor ]2 
Riconoscenti Signor. 
Fa la nanna, O mio conforto, 
. Che il crudel 
Israel ti vuol per morto. 


Suggi il latte dal mio sen 
D’amor pien; ]2 

Chiudi l’occhio tuo seren. 

Fa la nanna e mentre io canto 
Dormi tu, 


Buon Gest, sotto al mio manto. 


Dormi, dormi, O Salvator, 
Mio Signor 2 

E delizia del mio cuor; 

In si povera capanna 
Coresin, 

Vezzosin, Oh fa la nanna. 


ITALY 


Christmas Lullaby 


Slumber, slumber, lovely babe, 
Heavenly King; ]2 

Slumber, slumber, little pet; 

Lullaby, my little darling. 
Hear me sing— 

Thou art gracious as a lily. 


Slumber, slumber, baby tencer. 
Lullaby, dear heart's desire ; 

O flower of the sky, 

O Jesu, do not cry. 
What tribute may I render? 
All my heart with love afire! 


Why, O, why the tears, my child? 
Has the frost ]2 

Or the braying ass near by 

Wakened thee, O small Redeemer, 
To thy cost? 

Little King of Heaven, I kiss thee. 


All too soon thy love will learn 
Pang and sigh; J2 

Sleep, ere comes the awful day 

When for all our sin and sorrow 
Thou wilt die 

Such a bitter death, my darling. 


Now thy brow is bound with balm, 
Little lad. J2 

Lullaby, while time is kind, 

Baby in the manger lying 
Fair and glad. 

Wreathéd thorn thou wilt be wearing. 


Here the kindly shepherds come 
And they know ]j2 
Thee as Lord of Heaven and earth. 
Lullaby, my little blessing, 
Long and low, 
For thy foes are very cruel. 


O my darling, from my breast : 
Take thy food, ]2 . 
Let thy closéd eyes be calm; | 
Lullaby, for I am singing 
For thy good. 
Jesu, have my cloak for shelter. 


Slumber, slumber, Savior dear, 
Lullaby; J2 

Heart’s delight, I am at hand 

In the stable mean and lowly; 
Do not cry. 7 

Lullaby, my little treasure! 


English version by 
MARGUERITE WILKINSON 
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Cara Mamma, io sono malata 


Cara mamma, io sono malata; 
Ma una cosa nell’orto ci sta! . 
E nell’orto ci sta l’insalata,* 
Se tu la vuoi, io te la do. 
O mamma, no, no, no, 
Questo fa male pel male che ho! 
Oh, quant’ é stupida la mamma mia, 
Che non conosce la malattia! 
O mamma, no, no, no, 
Questo fa male pel male che ho! 


Cara mamma, io sono malata; 
Ma una cosa nell’orto ci sta! . 
E nell’orto ci sta l’ortolano, 
Se tu lo vuoi, io te lo do! 
O mamma, si, si, si, 
Questo va bene per farmi guari! 
Oh, quant’é cara la mamma mia, 
Che conosciuto la malattia! 
O mamma, si, si, si, 
Questo va bene per farmi guari! 


*la patata, il pomidoro, ecc. 


THE ITALIAN PENINSULA 


Dearest Mother, | Am Ill 


Dearest mother, with fever I’m burning, 
In the garden is something I need. 
In the garden grow cress* and tomatoes, 
And I will bring you them with all speed. 
O mother, no, no, no, 
They would be bad for my illness I know. 
O, but how stupid my mother in failing 
To understand the cause of my ailing! 
O mother, no, no, no, 
They would be bad for my illness I know. 


Dearest mother, with fever I’m burning, 
In the garden does nothing else grow? 
In the garden a gardener twines flowers, 
Quick will I fetch him, e’er he may go. 
O mother, yes, yes, yes, 
That is the cure for my pain and distress. 
O, but how deep is my mother’s discerning 
To understand the cause of my yearning! 
O mother, yes, yes, yes, 
That is the cure for my pain and distress. 


English version by 
GERTRUDE HUNTINGTON MOGIFFERT 
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I SEE THE SHIPS 
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English version by 
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Vedo li bastimenti 


Vedo li bastimenti anda’ e venire. 

Quello de Nino mio nun viene mai! 

Volta le materasse e le lenzola, 

Ah, che a dormire sola non voglio pit sta’! 


Fiorin di menta, fiorin di menta, 

Latte de li.soldati é¢ la polenta, 

Fiorin di menta, fiorin di menta, 

E chi mangia polenta, dormire non puo. 


I See the Ships 


Ships in the harbor sailing, coming, going; 
Never the sail of Nino, homeward blowing! 
Make his bed fresh and ready, turn the mattress. 
O I am lonely, sleeping and waking to weep! 


O flower of wild mint, O-flower of wild mint! 
Good food and drink for soldiers is polenta. 
O flower of wild mint, O flower of wild mint! 
He who once eats polenta no longer can sleep. 
English version by 
CLARA PLATT MEADOWCROFT 
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The Three Doves 


Le tre Colombe 


a) 


J 


-flying ; 
}3 


By the sea they cry. 


There are three white doves a 


s 


] 


, 


}3 


S’a sun tre culumbe bianche 
S’la riva dél mar. 


}3 


}3 


In the waves they dip their soft wings, 
Then soar to the sky! 


}3 


}3 


E lur van bagnesse j’ale, 
Stiresse al sul. 


English version by 


M. W. 


O FISHERMAN ON THE WAVES 


English version by 


Arranged by 
A. Traversi 
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out to sea, And she satled out to sea. 


O pescator dell’onda O Fisherman on the Waves 
E c’eran tre sorelle There were three lovely sisters; 
E tutte tre d’amor. In love were all the three. 
Din, don, della, Din, don, della, 
Ninetta, la pind bella, Ninetta was the fatrest, 
Se mise a navigar. ]|2 And she sailed out to sea. ]2 
E un giorno nel vogare | One day while she was sailing 
L’anello le casco. She dropped her ring of gold. 
O pescator dell’onda, She cried aloud, “O fisher, 
Vieni a pescar pit. in qua! Come fish my ring for me.” 
Che cosa mi darete “O maid, what will you give me 
Quando I’avroé pesca? When I have fished your ring?” 
Cento zecchini d’oro “I'll give a hundred gold coins 
E ’na borsa ricama’. In an embroidered purse.” 
Non voglio né zecchini “I spurn your coins of bright gold, 
Né borsa ricama’. Also your broidered purse. 
Solo un bacin d’amore, . “My dear, I ask you only 
Se tu me la vuoi da’. Give to me one sweet kiss!” 
Nel mentre si baciavano But while they still were kissing 
Arriva il suo papa. Came her papa and saw. 
Ninetta, non sta bene “Ninetta dear, how dare you? 
Di lasciarsi bacia’! It is not nice to kiss.” 
Quand’ ero piccolina “Papa, when I was but a child 
Mi comandavi tu. I always did obey; 
Adesso son grandina, é “But now, you see, I’m grown up; 
Non mi comandi pit! You can command no more.” 


English version by 
F. J. 
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ID LIKE TO DIE 
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English version by 
Kathryn White Ryan 


i morire 


Vorre 
Vorrei morir di morte piccolina, 


e viva la mattina. 


Vorrei morir e stare sopra un pero, 
Vorrei veder chi mi piange davvero. 


Morta la sera 


I’d Like To Die 
I'd like to die some night, without a warning, 


To die at night, then live again by morning. 


I 


. English version by 


KaTHRYN WHITE RYAN 


’d like to die and climb up in a pear tree 
To see if anyone would really weep for me. 
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O SING, FAIR MAID 
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Cante, cante, Fiette 


Cante, cante, fiette, 
Fin che se’ da maridar. 


Non poss’ cantar né rider, 
Che ’1 mio core 1’é passiuna, 


"1 me amor |’e anda a la guerra, 
Sta sett’anni a ritornar. 


Se mi savess la strada, 
L’anderei a ritrovar. 


Quando fu a mezza strada 
Vede un giovine a passar. 


Disu, disu, bel giovin, 
Ave visto il mio amor? 


Io si che I’ha veduto, 
Ma non V’ho riconosst! 


L’ée bianco rosso a rizzo, 
Con due occhi da innamorar! 


L’ho visto sulle spalle 
Con quattr’ omini a portar. 


Disu, disu, bel giovin, 
Gh’avi fat un bel unor? 


Quattro cavalli bianchi 
Con le insegne d’ |’imperator! 


' Ninetta casca in terra, 
Casca in terra dal gran dolor. 


Sta su, sta su, Ninetta, 
Che son me lo tuo amor! 


BENEATH YOUR 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 


Allegretto 
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O Sing, Fair Maid 


O sing, O sing, fair maid, 
Until the day when you shall wed! 


O I shall neither sing nor smile; 
My heart must weep instead. 


For my true love has gone from me 
To fight for seven years; 


And if I did but know the road, 
I'd follow through my tears. 


She had not gone but half the way 
Before she met a lad. 


O tell me, have you seen my love 
For whom my heart is sad? 


O if I should have seen your love, 
How should his looks be said? 


He has two eyes that win all hearts, 
And he is white and red. 


Alas, on shoulders of four men 
I saw your true love borne! 


O tell me, tell me true, young man, 
Did any for him mourn? 


Yes, four white horses went before; 
The king’s shield went below. 


Ninetta swooned upon the ground, 
So great was all her woe. 


Rise up, rise up, Ninetta true, 
Gaze in my face and see; 


Your true love did not die, my dear, 
For know that I am he! 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 


BALCONY 


sleep, that 


Serenata 


Son soto i toi balconi, 
Son destira sui sassi, 
Butime zo i stramassi 


Che dormiro pit ben. 


Son soto i toi balconi, 
Son destira sui spini, 
Butime zo i cussini 


Che dormiro pit ben. 
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Beneath Your Balcony 


Here ’neath your balcony I’m waiting; 
Hard are the stones and weary; 
Throw me a mattress, dearie, 

That I may sleep and dream. 


Here ‘neath’ your balcony I’m waiting; 
Sharp the thorns that are near me; 
Throw me a pillow, dearie 

That I may sleep and dream. 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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Sul mare torbido 


Sul mare torbido 

C’é una barchetta a attendere, 
Non me la dai da intendere, Jz 
Non mi canzoni piu. 


Batti il tacco, la punta, il pie! 
Sono innamorato, sono innamorata. 
Batts sl tacco, la punta, il pie! 
Sono innamorata, ma non di te! 


Il mare é torbido, 

I] mare é in burrasca, 

Senza palanche in tasca, ]2 
Non si pud far l’amor. 
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lové, but with you, no 


Out on the Stormy Sea 


Out on the stormy sea, 

A boat is waiting there for me. _ 
You can deceive them all but me; ]2 
You'll ne’er fool me again! 


Heel and toe stamping on the floor, 

Haw my heart is loving; how my heart is loving; 
Heel and toe stamping on the floor, 

I am deep in love, but with you, no more! 


Out on the stormy sea, 

If you’ve no coin to spend for me, 
If you’ve no gold to give to me, }2 
How can you come to woo? 


Paraphrase by 
MarcaRet WIDDPMER 
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Dispetto 


La mamma del mio ben I’ha nom Oliva, 
La m’ha mandato a dir ch’a son cativa; 
E me gh’o mandé a dir pr’una persona 
Ch’ s’a son cativa me, lé, la sra bona! 


Quando ti vedo te 

L’Paradiso mi par di vede’ ; 

E se lo vuot sape, 

Non c’é nessuno che piaccta a me. 


La mamma del mio ben m’ha manda’ a dire 
Ch’in d’la padela mi fara rostire, 

E me gh’ o mandé a dir, se ’n lo sapesse, 
Ch’in d’la padela si rostisse il pesse. 


SEE THE 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 


Moderato 
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Spite 


The mother of my lover is so spiteful; © 

She said that my behavior’s really frightful. 
I sent a friend to tell the dear old relic 

If I am naughty, she must be angelic! 


When I see you, my dear, 
Ah! then Paradise seems very near; 
And, tf you want to know, 
Nobody else has the ghost of a show! 


The mother of my lover now is boasting 
That she will give to me a red-hot roasting. 
I sent to say that, spite of all her wishes, 
She’d better keep her frying-pan for fishes. 


English version by 
ANNA MATHEWSON 
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stay - ing, Like love it wan 


Guarda la Luna 


Guarda la luna 
Come la cammina! 
La passa i monti 

E non si ferma mai. 
L’é come il core! 


Bella morettina, tu non sents 
I miei laments, 
Come mi batte d cor! 


O giovinotti, 

Non state a prender moglie, 
Che a primavera 

Andrem con Garibaldi, 

O giovinotti! 


Bella morettina, tu non senti 
I miet laments, 
Come mi batte sl cor! 
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See the Moon 


See the pale moon passing, 
Farther and farther straying 
Across the mountains; 
Never, O never staying. 
Like love it wanders. 


O my dark-eyed beauty, still unheeding 
My sorrow’s pleading, 
List to my throbbing heart! 


O young lovers waiting, 

With your sweethearts staying, 
For us no mating! 

For at the spring’s returning 
We march to battle. 


O my dark-eyed beauty, still unheedin 
My sorrow’s pleading, 
List to my throbbing heart! 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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Stornelli . 


Fiorin d’argento! 
Sul canto della via cé un lume spento, 
C’é un giovinotto che mi piace tanto, Jz 
Quel grullo di su’ pa’ non é contento. 


Son bellina, son bellina io, 
Se’ bellino, se’ bellino te, 
E bellina la mi’ mamma, 
Siam bellini tutt’e tre. 


Fiorin di spino! : 
Hai voglio di girare, o girellino, 
Tanto le tu’ girate le sono invano, ]2 
Consumi i tacchi, e t’innamori solo. 


E gira, gira, merlo, 

E gira per la via. 
Non sai altri mestieri, 
Ti metti a far la spia. 


Peschi fiorenti! 
E m’hanno regalato tre confetti, 
Ci ho canzonato diciannove amanti, ]2 
E se canzono voi saranno venti. 


E la morina é nera, 

S’é nera imbianchera, 
Acqua, sapone e rena 
E cipria in quantita. 


Fiorin di miglio! 
Se tu mi dai un bacio, io me lo piglio, J2 
E se me ne dai due, ancora meglio. J2 


Nino mio, non mi baciare, 
Non lo vedi che mamma é li? 
Quando poi la mamma dorme, 
Allora si, allora si, allora si! 


Stornelli 


O Flower of Silver! 
I wish I knew if someone was dreaming of me. 
That very nice young fellow I know could love me; ]z2 
His grumpy, foolish father thinks him above me! 


I am very, very, very pretty; 
You are handsome as you can be; 
My mama is also handsome; 

We are handsome all the three! 


O Flower of Hawthorn! 
You wander, wander, wander, O foolish blind one! 
And hope to win a sweetheart, a true and kind one. ]2 
You’ll wear your shoes to pieces, but never find one! 
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Then wander, wander, stupid! 
O wander both low and high; 
And if you can’t do better, 
At least you can be a spy. 


O Flower of Peaches! 
The rings I wear are seven, perhaps eleven. 
I’ve jilted nineteen lovers, and that is plenty; 2 
But if I jilt you, also, that will be twenty! 


The girl may become like a lily, 
As many other dark girls do, 
With lots of soap and water 
And sand and powder, too! 


O Flower of Millet! 
If any girl will kiss me, I’ll gladly let her; ]2 
And if she gives two kisses, so much the better. ]2 


O you mustn’t, O you mustn’t try to kiss me! 
Don’t you see that my mother is there? 

But when my mother dozes, 

Well, perhaps I wouldn’t care. 


Paraphrase by 
ARTHUR QUITERMAN 


AS I WANDERED 


English version by 
Gertrude Huntington McGiffert 
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Kind sir, which 


Strambotto 


Ed arzira caminandu caminai 

E di ’na finestra s’affacciaru dui. 

Una mi dissi: ’nchiana, ed eu ’nchianai, 
E mo’ dinni cu’ é ’a chit: bella di nui ddui. 


E la ’randi é bella e mi piaci assai, 
E la picculina nu pocu di cchiui. 
_E la ’randi li sa fari li catini, 

E la picculina li sa ’ncatinari. 


As | Wandered 


As I wandered ’neath the stars, from a casement high 
Two bright maidens beckoned me, bowing luringly. 
Kind sir, which of us think you is the fairer? 

Dare you tell us which it be? Fairer I, or she? 


Beautiful the older one; low I bow to her. 
Fair for me the younger too; she has won my heart. 
The older has the skill to forge strong fetters, 
But the younger binds me fast with love's gentle art. 
English version by 
GERTRUDE HUNTINGTON MCGIFFERT 
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lone - ly, And dreamed her 


La Violetta la va 


La Violetta la va, la va, ]2 
La va sul campo, e la si sognava 
Che c’era suo gingin che la rimirava. 


Cosa rimiri, gingin d’amor? ]2 
Io ti rimiro perché sei bella, 
Vuoi tu venire con me alla guerra? . 


Sonate, trombe, suné, tambur, ]2 
Sonate, trombe, suné una marciada 
Che la Violetta 1’é entra’ all’ armada! 


Viotetta 


Young Violetta, the fair, the gay, ]2 
Within the green fields walked sad and lonely, 
And dreamed her lover came to her side, he only. 


“Oh, love, my lover, what come you for?” ]z2 
“To see your blue eyes, to hear your laughter 
And pray you follow close to my side hereafter.” 


For Violetta no more repose. ]2 
The drums are rolling; trumpets are blowing ; 
And with her lover, off to the war she’s going. 


English version by 
THEODOSIA GARRISON 
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There are the scar- rio - lan-ti, le 


Gli scarriolanti The Wheelbarrow Loaders 
A mezzanotte in punto Just at the stroke of midnight 
Si sente un gran rumor, Joyous commotion we hear; 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ra, ' There go the scarriolanti, le ra! 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ré, There go the scarriolanti, le re! 
A mezzanotte in punto Just as the bells of midnight 
Si sente un gran rumor, Peal through the darkness above, 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ra, There are the scarriolanti, le ra! 
Che vanno a far l’amor. Going forth gaily to love! 
Alla mattina all’alba Just at the flush of daybreak 
Si sente scarriolar, Rumble of noises we hear; 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ra, _ There go the scarriolanti, le ra! 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ré, There go the scarriolanti, le re! 
Alla mattina all’alba Just at the flush of daybreak, 
Si sente scarriolar, Rolling their barrows along, 
Sono gli scarriolanti, le ra, There are the scarriolanti, le ra! 
Che vanno a lavorar. Going to work with a song! 
English version by 
ANGELA MORGAN 
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ARE ALL MY TREASURE 


YOU 
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English version by 


Arranged by 
Franklin Robinson 


Angela Morgan 
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heart shall ne’er__ 


T’ ses tiita mia furtiina 


Duva che ’t’ ses, O bela vita d’or? 
Luntan da i oeui, i t’ai sempe ’n d’al coeur. 


T’ ses tiita mia, t’ ses tiita mia furtiina, 
T’ desmentierai mai pi, mai pi, mai pi! 


La roeusa russa a fa ’! bastun spinus, 
La dona bela a fa l’omo gelus. 


You Are All My Treasure 


Where, where are you, 

You who are more than gold? 
In absence still may I hold 
My heart’s dear treasure. 


You are my own, 

You are my love forever; 
My heart shall ne’er forget. 
No, nevermore. 


Fair. fair the rose, 

Whose lover lives forlorn. 

O sharp is jealousy’s thorn! 

No pain may measure. 
English version by 
ANGELA MORGAN 
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Arranged by 
Gavino Gabriel 
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SIGHS FROM MY HEART 


SARDINIA 


English version by 
Rosamond Gariazzo 


Andante 


85560 


SARDINIA 


lov 


a 


on 


a: 


A 


i 
‘iil i 


ni 
TNH aa 


wee ee 


Suspiri Di Lu Me Core 


In cambiu meu andéti. 
E fideli visiteti 


Suspiri di lu me cori 


a 


amori. 


L’unic’ oggjettu d’ 


Sighs From My Heart 


Weary sighs from out my sad heart 


Go forth on a lover’s ardent quest. 


Bear the sighs from out my sad heart 
To the one whon, of all, I love best. 


English version by 
ROSAMOND GARIAZZO 
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TARANTELLA 
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Arranged by 
Alberto Favara 


English version by 


Allegro vivace 
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Lara, lara, lard, ecc. 


you bite me zor 3 


You bite me, O tarantella! 


Tarantella 
You pinch me so, you bite me so, 


You bite me, O tarantelle! 


You pinch me so, 


English version by 
B. H. 


Lara, lard, lard, etc. 


Arranged by 
Alberto Favara 


LOVE’S GREETING 
Molto appassionato ed TAO 


English version by 
Frederick H. Martens 


I greet your 
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night your street I 
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Salitana 


E passu di notti e ti salutu strata, ]|2 
E cw’ ’na vampa a lu cori e vuci ardita. 


E puru salutu a tia finestra amata ]2 
E chi dintra c’é ’na rosa culurita. 


Rosa chi di li rosi ammuntunata, ]2 
Rosa ha ’tinuto ’mpedi la me’ vita. 


Love’s Greeting 


When at night your street I pass | A 
I greet your dwelling, 

Heart aflame, with daring voice 
My message telling. 


And I greet as well the window, ] B 
Wherein showing, 

Now my rose, my red, red rose 
Of love, is glowing. 


Rose of budding roses, love | 2 
You might be giving; 

’Tis the reason why my life 
Seems worth the living. 


English version by 
FREDERICK H. MARTENS 
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BOSNIA 468 
KARA MUSTAFA | 


Translation by Serbia - Bosnia 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich Folk-Song 


Ka - ra Mus-ta - fa, low - ly - ing wound-ed, 
Low - ly-ing sick near death is Mus-ta - fa, Bb sued hel Bel eer 


poor Ka-ra Mus - ta fa!__ Poor Ka-ra Mus - ta 


Kara Mustafa Kara Mustafa 
Bolan mi lest Kara Mustafa, Kara Mustafa, low-lying wounded, 
Prinjev: Brej, djtdt, delt Kara Mustafa, Hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 
Brej, djidi, deli Kara Mustafa, Low-lying sick near death is Mustafa. 
Bolan mt let, hoce da umre. Hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 
Kraj njega sjedt vierna ljubovca; 
[ko da lt ja&¢ vrana konjica?« Kara Mustafa, low-lying wounded, 
1» Neka ga jast More hajduée; Hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 
‘Wholl ride my steed?’ said Kara Mustafa. 


Hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 


Jerbo od mene bolji ge gunaks« “Hej, let the outlaw Velico ride him’ 

»Tko da ti pase britku sabljicu?< Hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 
11», Neka ju pase More hajduce; “For the great warrior has conquered Mustafa. 
Jerbo od mene boljt Je junak.« Hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 


»Tko da ti ljubi vjernu ljuboveur« 
19Nek Ju ljubt More hajduce, 
Jerbo od mene bolji ge junaks“ 


“Now who will gird,will gird on thy bright sword’ 
Hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 
“Ah who will kiss thy true love Mustafa?” 
Hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 


“Now gird my sword on the Serbian outlaw,’ 
Hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa. 
“He may have all who has conquered Mustafa.’ 
Hej, hej, hej, poor Kara Mustafa! 


Translation by - 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevieh 


35560 


ee IN GORENSKO CARNIOLA 


Carniola 
English by F.C. Folk-Song 
Allegro rs 7 ee 


In Go - ren-skos high moun-tains, The riv-ers rush d 
pine trees shed o’er them,Their nee-dles of 


ae, ri, ho-la dri- jo ri, ho-la dri-jo ri, Ho-la dri- a ri, ho-la 


dri- jo ri, Ho-la  dri- jo ri 


Na Gorenskem je fletno In Gorensko 
Na Gorenskem je fletno, In Gorenskos high mountains, 
So vtsoke gore The rivers rush down. 
Pa bistr¢ studencé Tall pine trees shed oer them, 
In bele ceste. Their needles of brown. 
Na gort cvetlice Hola drijo ri, hola drijo ri, hola drijo ri, 
Najzalse cveto, Hola drijo ri, hola drijo ri, hola drijo ri, 
In ptice preljube Hola drijo ri, drijo ho! 
NETIC SCT From Gorensko’s high mountains, 


Her white roads run down. 
Run further and further 
Away from the town. 


Hola drijo ri-etc. 


In Gorensko’s high mountains 
A golden bird sings, 
To follow and catch her 
Your heart must have wings. 
. : Hola drijo ri—etc. 
sei eis by Mme, Mitka Polanser-Schnetd English by FC. 
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CROATIA 


BE STILL, MY HEART 


Folk-Song 


English version by 
- Charles H. Botsford 


in pris-on pin 


its love mate 


ing Looks and _ sees 


a bird 
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in pain a - 


So my _ heart 


cease your com- 


O heart of mine, 


fly. 


‘its breast and 
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wide world youll be lone 


CROATIA 


ly, Sad and lone ly ev-er - more,___— 


Miruj, miryj, srce moje 


Tko je, srce,u te dirno, — da si tako sad 
nemtrno?_ kao pticu u satvoru— sa 
svietom te zelja mori. 


Nij’u svietu nebo tvoje,— miruj, 
miruj,srce moje, nij’u svietu nebo 
tooje, — miruj, miruj,srce moje! 


Ne udaraj toli jako, — razbit mozes 
prsi lako;~— preslabe su, izmucene, — 
a da puknu bez koprene,— bile bgorke 
rane tvoje,— miruj, miruj, srce moje. 


Ah, stisni seu tvom Kkutu—1 pregort 
Selju ljutu; —tople su ti ove grudi,_ 
sebicni su vant ljudi;_ svaki grije 
SCE SVOJO, Mirus, Mirus, sree moje. 


O mani se svieta, mani, —u bolesti Sto. 
Ces vant? _ sviet boluje viek do vieka,— 
ni sam za se nema lieka,— kamo i’za 
bol rane tvoje, _miruj,miruj,srce moje. 


Ti bi u svietu bogce bilo, — placué prage 
oblaztlo,— svak bi mislia,da ti treba 
sautjehu malo hijeba.— TKo b’razumio 
suze tvoje?_. mirus, miruj, srce moje. 


Znam ja, ti bi mah na vrata, — poletjelo 
svoga zlata;—nije Milka tvoja vise, — 
vee 2a drugog ona dise;_drugi uxiva 
slato tvoje, miruj, miruj, sree moje. 
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Be Still My Heart 


As a bird in prison pining 

Looks and sees its love mate nigh, 
So my heart in pain abiding 

Longs to leave its breast and fly. 


Refrain 

Oh heart of mine, cease your complaining __ 
Though you break your prison door, 

Still in the wide world youll be lonely, 
Sad and lonely evermore. 


They will offer bread for weeping, 
None will understand your moan; 
In the place where lovers gather 


Men will see you walk alone. 
Refrain 


When you wander near a window 
Where you oft have lingered long, 
Will a voice of plaintive music 


Echo back the old, old song? 
Refrain 


Not when other eyes entreat her, 
Not when other lips are near, 
Faithless are the vows once spoken, 


Hateful now a spot once dear. 
Refrain 


Cease to despair, nor care to wander 

From this breast so close and warm; 

All the world of vanished pleasure 

Waits without to do thee harm. 

Refrain English version by 
C.H.B. 
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CROATIA 


CHRIST IS BORN- HIS NAME PRAISE! 


Croatian 


English version by 
Harriet Monroe 


Carol 
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born His name 


Radujte se narodt 


Radujte. se narodi, kad éujete glas,_ da se Isus 
porodi u blazeni cas. Svaki narod éuj, cuj! 
t Betlehemu pristupljuj, pristupljuj! 


Vidi kakvo otajstvo u podrtoj stalici_i tko 
trpi ubostvo na toj turdoj slamici!_ To 
otajstvo Cuj, Cujli kjaslicam pristupljuj! 


Raduje se Marija s Josipom gledeci,_ 
angjeo pjeva ,Gloria“po zraku leteci; 
iti svijete citavi, Spasitelja pozdravi! 
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CROATIA 


praise! Come __ to Beth- lehem’s 


Christ Is Born-His name Praise! 


Joyous you shall be to-day —Jesus Christ the Lord 
In this holy hour is born-— hear the blessed word! . 
Christ is born- His name praise! 

Come to Bethlehems manger on this day of days! 


See the precious treasure there, lying on the straw. 
Cold and naked is the Lord—blessed be his law! 
Christ is born- His name praise! 

Come to Bethlehem’s manger on this day of days! 


Maiden Mary now is crowned; Joseph smiles 
with pride. 
Loud Hosannas angels sing through heaven's 


spaces wide. 
Christ is born—His name praise! 


Come to Bethlehem’s manger on this day of days! 


Lay your gifts before the Babe-with the angelssing! 
Come and greet your Savior here— bless your 
little King! 
Christ is born- His name praise! 
Come to Bethlehem’s manger on this day of days! 
English version by 
Harriet Monroe 
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English version by 
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Marian Gillespie 
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CROATIA 


can have 


can have me 


dont wait to choose your lov - er, 
you wish me, _ do not flaunt me, 


Igra Kolo 


Igra kolo,igra kolona dvadeset t dva! 
Igra kolo, tgra Kolona dvadeset t dval 
U tom kolu utom kolu lijepa Macaigra 
U tom kolu,u tom kolu lijepa Maca igra. 


Ljubi, ljubi ne dan gubi, 
sada mozes koga hoces, 
tlt mene il do mene 
ilak hoces bas 4 mene! 


A ta Maca,a ta Maca medna usta ima! 
A ta Maca,ata Maca medna usta ima! 


Da me hoce, da me hoce poljubiti snjima, 


volto bth, volio bith neg carevo blago 


A ta Maca,ata Maca carne oct ima! 
A ta Maca,a ta Maca carne oci ima! 


Da me hoée, da me hoce pogledati snjima. 
da me hoce, da me hoce pogledati snjima. 
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In the Kolo 


Dance the kolo, dance the kolo, dance the kolo madly; 
In the kolo, in the kolo, all are dancing gladly. 

In the kolo, pretty Mary gaily sings and dances, 
Free from care and unaware of lovers’longing glances, 


Refrain 

Love, dont wait to choose your lover; 
You can have me or another. 

If you wish me, do not flaunt me, 
You can have me if you want me. 


Mary has a rosebud mouth that’s just as sweet as honey: 
I would rather have her kiss than all the Emprors money. 


Mary's black eyes shine like stars,to Heavens gate 
they take me; 


If shed only glance my way, how happy she would makeme. 
Refrain 


Mary is both young and pretty, she can choose her lover; 
If she does not seem to care for me shell take another. 


Waste no time then, lovely Mary, for your black 

; eyes haunt me; 
Take no other one,for you can have me if you want me. 
Refrain English version by 
Marian Gillespie 
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CROATIAN NATIONAL ANTHEM 
Paraphrase by 
Florence Wilkinson Melody by 
Josip Runjanin 
Andante marcato 
M4, 
2 
Hail all hail our  beau- ti- ful land, Joy- ful we sing, 
Hail all hail the he - roes of old, 
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Dear to us our wav- ing plain, 


mm | 


Dear to us our crest-ed main; 
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Hrvatska domovina 


Liepa nasa domovina, — 0 junatka zemijo 
mila, stare slave djedovina, — da bi vazda 
éestna bila,— mila kano sinam slavna, — 
mila sinam tijedina,— mila kuda sinam 
ravna,~ mila kuda si planina. 


Teci Savo, Dravo tect, — nit ti Dunaj silu 
gubi,.kud li sumis, svietu rect:— da svoj 
narod Hrvat ljubi!_ Dok mu njive sunce 
grije,. dok mu hrasée bura vije,- dok mu 
tielo grob sakrije,_dok mu Zivo sree bije! 
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Croatian National Anthem 


Hail, all hail, our beautiful land; 
Joyful we sing, praises we bring, 
Hail, all hail, the heroes of old, 
Fathers of sons, hearts of pure gold! 


Dear to us our waving plain, 

Dear to us our crested main, 

Pine trees darkly cutting the sky 
And our mountains soaring on high; 


Our great rivers, each brave name, 
Savo swift, blue as flame, 

Dravo singing to the sea, 

And the Danube flashing free. 


Loyal heart and serving hand, 
We are thine, Croatian land, 
Vernal spring and winter hoar, 
Till we sleep, waking no more. 
Paraphrase by 
Florence Wilkinson 


CROATIA 
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REMEMBRANCE 


English version by 
Clinton Scollard 


Folk-Song 
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gS by Mme. Milka Polanzer- Schnetd 
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CROATIA 475 


mo - ja, sweet- heart mine, - “Ma--ri-=- ce~ mo - ja, 


mo- ja, sweet - heart mine. 


Sjecas li se onog’ sata? Remembrance 
Sjecas li se onog sata, kad si ment oko vrata, Do you still, O still, remember 
xad si ment oko vrata biele ruke savila? How with your white arms above, 
Marice moja, Marice moja, Lifted up as though to clasp me, 
Marice moja, ljubezna You revealed your sacred love? 
I krijuci svofe lice_i: meni skoro * Marice moja, Marice moja 
nehotice:\_ tajnu ljubav odkrila? Marice moja, sweetheart mine. 
Syecas li se onog jada,—\: kad glas dodje Tears sprang in your eyes and opened 
iznenada:\_ ko iz vedra neba grom: Deep the wound within my heart; 


Ask your bosom for my message 
Not the word that we must part. 
Marice moja, Marice moja, 
Marice moja, sweetheart mine. 


Da ja moram oldaziti, _\:tebe,draga, 
ostaviti:|_t moj mili start dom. 


Suza zasja u tvom oku,_\: + otvort 
preduboku:\_ranu tuznog srca mog. Since that hour of self-denial 


ear ate : Few my joys have been, so few; 
Rect nista ti ne mogoh,-_|: zalost nema Ever have I been without you 


riect mnogo, pitay glasak srea svog’. Like the flower that lacks the dew. 


Odkad s tobom se oprostih,—\:odrekoh se Marice moja, Marice moja, — 
Marice moja, sweetheart mine. 


sve radosti,:| prazan mi je cio sviet. . 
Will the mists again be broken, 3 | 
And the shadows all withdrawn, 
When we seek and find together 
Kad ¢e opet danak doé:,_\: da de moji : Love's glad light within the dawn? 


jadi proci,:\_ odpast s mogasrca led? Marice moja, Marice moja, 
Marice moja, sweetheart mine. 


Jer bez tebe nema mene, _\: kano sto 
bez rose vene:\_u livadi malt eviet. 


Kad cu opet sretan biti_t:njeznoscu te English version by 
sagrliti,:\_srkat s tvojih usta med? Clinton Scollard 


iridion Jovic ' ; ; ; 
Spiridi * Marice moja: Marice mine 
Pronounced Ma-rtt-ze mo-ya 
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Paraphrase by 
Edwin Markham 
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Za Jedan Casak 


Za jedan casak radosti 
Hiljadu dana Zalosti. 


Tt st, Milka, moja moja, 

Tt st, Milka, moja moja, 

Tt si, Milka, moja moja, 
Ja sam tvoj. 


Za jedan pogled oka trog 
Dao bi duSo Zivot svoj. 


Ti si, Milka, 4. t.d. 


Bez Tebe draga ljubezna 
Ne mogu ztvjet, moram mriet. 


Ti si, Milka, 1. t.d. 


Za Tobom duso umriet eu 
U hladan grob ja lect cu. 


Té st, Milka, 4. t.d. 


One Moment 


For loves sweet moment, wild and brief, 
A thousand suffering days we give; 
For one mad hour, forgetting grief, 

A thousand gloomy days we live. 


Milka, thou art mine forever, 

Milka, thou art mine forever, 

Milka, thou art mine forever, 
I am thine. 


For.one long look into thine eyes, 
To know again thy tender gaze, 
I'd give all other dreams I prize, 
All other joy of all my days. 


Milka, thou art mine, ete. 


With thee the hours would dance and run, 


And I could all the tears forgive; 
Without thee, dear beloved one, 
I cannot live, I cannot live. 


Milka, thou art mine, etc. 


Paraphrase by 
Edwin Markham 
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YESTERDAY EVENING 


Istria 
Folk- Song 


Allegretto 


English version by 
Charles H. Botsford 


-est Rose: 


tl 
ao. 
o 
rd 
> 
| 
i) 
Loe 
ea 
2) 
pe 
oP) 


sun - set 


green at 


the vil - lage 


On 


beau - ty. 


A more haugh- ty 


E 
°o 
=| 
od 
® 
a 
° 


no 


vil - lage 


the 


In 


Pass-ing by, 
Pass-ing by, 


she nod- ded 
she nod - ded 


boy,” 


good evn - ing, 
good evn - ing, 


boy,” 


he 
ane 
s 


a 
a. 
A 


I. stood there 


While 


ask - ing vain - ly 


85560 


* Yesterday Evening 


On the village green at sunset | 
Strolled my dearest Rose: ) 
In the village no one knows | 
A more haughty ‘beauty. | 
“O good-evening, boy,’ she nodded : 
Passing by, | 


While I stood there asking vainly i 
“Why O why?” | 
“O good-evening, boy,” she nodded | 
Passing by, ‘| 


While I stood there asking vainly i 
Tram plam bri dir: di drum. ¥ | 


“Tell me why you left your palace, 
Princess of Belgrade? 

Our poor village I’m afraid 

Pays you little honor. 

Yet I'd rather kiss your lips, dear, 
This I swear, 

Than the lips of three girls yonder 
In the square. 

Yet I'd rather kiss your lips, dear, 
This I swear, 
Than the lips of three girls yonder”— 
Tram plam bri di ri di drum. 


“Keep your kisses,” said the pouting 
Beauty in @ rage. 

“Kisses may improve with age - 
Ask the maidens yonder.” 

While I waited, thinking sadly 
Shall I stay? 

Off she flew her red eer clicking 
All the way, 

While I waited, thinking sadly 

Shall I stay? 

Off she flew her red heels clicking— 
Tram plam bri di ri di drum. 


English version by 
Charles H. Botsford. 


* This song was given to us by a native of Istria, with a prose translation, We have been unable to find the 
original verse. 
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MONTENEGRO 


Free translation by 


National Song 


Eli Bartlett 
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Crnogorac Crnogorki 


Rane moje ljuto tistu, 
Moja divna Crnogorko, 
Moje grudi pomoé iStu, 
Izparane na bojistu; 
Pomoc, pomoe Crnogorko, 
Podprasi mi puke male, 
Ruke su mi malaksale, 
Syjekue Turke, Crnogorko! 


A kad padnem gorski lave, 
Moja lwepa Crnogorko! 
Tezke rane i krvave, 

Nek zamiene turske glave! 
Osveti me, Crnogorko! 

Ne kukanjem niti placem, 
Vec krvavim, ljutim macem, 
U boj, u boj, Crnogorko! 


A na domu hrani sinke, 
Moju nadu, Crnogorko! 
One divne muSke slike, 
One divne osvetnike; 
Hrani, njeguy, Crnogorko, 
I liep nauk kazuj njima, 
Svetitt se duSmanima, 
Moja vjerna Crnogorko! 


Gjuro Jaksi¢é 


Montenegro 


Take my sword, my hands are tiring; 
While my wounds with blood are weeping. 
Lift my gun again for firing, 

Speed the bullet, Montenegro! 

So fall foes of our dear country! 
Numbered by the warm drops falling, 
From my heart each drop is calling, 

O avenge me, Montenegro! 


Shed no tears upon the furrow 

In the mountains where you hide me, 
With my long bright sword beside me. 
Shed no tears,my Montenegro! 

But when tyrant rule is ended, 

Bring my sons to kneel around me, 

Tell them how you sought and found me, 
How I died for Montenegro! 


Sweeter than the hidden laughter 
Of the Piva and the Tara, 
Are the voices of thy daughters, 
Loved and lovely Montenegro! 
Children of our mighty mountains, 
All who know us, all who love us, 
Shout to God who reigns above us, 
Freedom live in Montenegro! 
Free translation by 
Eli Bartlett 
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SERBIA. 


GLOOMY NIGHT 


English version by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 


Gloom - y__ night, how 


Tavna noct 


Tavna noci, puna ti st mraka, 
Srdce moje jos punije jada. 

Jad jadujem, nikom ne kazujem. 
Nemam majke, da joj se potuzim, 
Ni sestrice, da joj jade kazem. 


Jedno samo na daleko drago; 
Doklem dodje,z pol noct prodje, 
Dok obljubi,t zorica svane; 
Sada zora, hajde dragi doma. 
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Serbia and Herzegovina 
Folk -Song ¥ 


shad - ow 


heart with sor - row, 


Gloomy Night 


Gloomy night, how full of shadow 
Are moments dark and heavy! 
Fuller is my heart with sorrow, 
Borne in secrecy and silence. 


Mother have I none to comfort, 
Nor sister for my solace; 

One dear love who is not with me, 
One for whom I’m waiting lonely. 


Ere he comes the night is going- 
Still kissing, dawn will find us, 
And at dawn he must be leaving, 
Ah, too soon he will be going! 


English version by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 


SERBIA 
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HOW FAIR IS SHE! 


Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 


Moderato 


Folk Song 


_ Havalisava 


Posetala bela bula 
Prinjev: Aman, aman. 
Kraj bunara vode ladne, 
Nad njom se je ogledala: 
Boge mili, lepa tt sam, 
Kako imam ruse kose, 
Ruse kose altan éelo, 


Altan éelo, gajtan vedje, 
Gajtan vedje, Carne o¢i, 
Carne oct, belo lice, 

Belo lice, medna usta, 
Medna usta, biser zube, 
Biser zube, kaujmak grio, 
Kajmak grio, bele grudt. 


How Fair Is She! 


To promenade went a Bula‘ 
Nearby stood a deep pool, 
Stood adeep pool; 

Aman, Aman.* 


Mirrored her face, her lovely face; 
Hair golden blonde, brow snowy white, 
Brow snowy white. 

Aman, Aman. 


Eye-lashes curled, glance darting fire, 
Her skin like milk, honey her mouth, 
Honey her mouth. ~ 

Aman, Aman. 


Teeth are like pearls, throat like a swan; 
God of grace, how fair is she, 

How fair is she! 

Aman, Aman. 


Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 


* Turkish lady 
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cher-ish Ser-bian crown and Ser-bian race! Ser-biancrown and Ser-bian race. 
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Srpska Narodna Himna Serbian National Anthem 
Bozé pracde, ti sto spase God of Justice! Thou Who saved us | 
Od propasti do sad nas! When in deepest bondage cast, | 
Cug t od sad nase glase Hear Thy Serbian children’s voices, | 
_ Tod sad nam budi spas! Be our help as in the past. I 
Mocnem rukom vod, brant With Thy mighty hand sustain us, | 
Buducnosti srpske brod, Still our rugged pathway trace; j 
Boxe spast, Boxe hrani God, our hope, protect and cherish | 
Srpskog kralja, srpski rod! Serbian crown and Serbian race! | 
Slozt srpsku bracu dragu teas | 
Na svak’ digan, slavan rad: God, our hope, protect and cherish | 
Sloga bice poraz vragu Serbian crown and Serbian race! | 
A najjaci Srpstou grad! Serbian crown and Serbian race! 
Nek na Srpstva blista grant Bind in closest links our kindred, 
Bratske sloge slatan plod, Teach the love that will not fail. 
Boze spast, Boze hrani May the loathed fiend of discord 
Srpskog kralja, srpski rod! Never in our ranks prevail. 
Ss Let the golden fruits of union 
Nek na srpsko vedro celo - Our. young tree of freedom grace; 
Tvog ne padne gneta grom, God, our Master! guide and prosper 
Blagostovi Srbu selo, Serbian crown and Serbian race! 
Polje, njivu, grad t dom! 
Kad nastupe borbe dani, Lord, avert from us Thy vengeance, 
K pobedi mu vodi hod, Thunder of Thy dreaded ire; 
Boze spasi, Boxe hrant Bless each Serbian town and hamlet, 
Srpskog kralja, srpski rod! Mountain, meadow, hearth, and spire. 
When our host goes forth to battle, 
Iz mracnoga sinu groba Death or victory to embrace, 
Srpske krune novi sjaj, God of armies, be our leader! 
Nastalo je novo doba- Strengthen then the Serbian race! 
Novu srecu, Boze, daj! On our sepulchre of ages 
Kraljevinu srpsku brant, Breaks the resurrection morn, 
Petvekoune borbe plod, From the slough of direst slavery 
Srpskog kralja, Boze, krant Sethiavanaw ta Boru: 
Molé ti se srpski rod! ; Through five hundred years of durance 
Jovan Djordjevic We have knelt before Thy face, 
All our kin, O God, deliver! 
Thus entreats the Serbian race. Amen. 
Translation by 
Elizabeth Christitch 
85560 By kind permission of “The London Times” 
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O BRIGHT SUN! 
Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich Folk - Song 
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Sunce jarko 


Sunce jarko nesijas jednako,-sunce jarko 
ime moje ne stjas jednako.— Moj me dragi 
ne ljubt jednako; - il’ jednako il’ nemoj 
nikako,—il’ me ljubt tl’ me se okani, — 
tl’ se mant tli me sahrant.— Znas nevje - 
ro, kako st se kleo?-—pred oltarom, pred 
svetim Jovanom, - pred tkonom, pred sve - 
tim Nikolom,—nasred sela kod bresta ze- 
lena: -~drugu ne Cu, za tobom umriet Cu; — 
a danas si vjeru prevrnuo,— bolesna te 
prevrtala majka,-—od Mitrova do Petrova 
danka, —t opet ti duSa ne izasla,- dok na 
mome krilu ne zaspao! 


O Bright Sun! 


O bright sun, why art ever changing? 


O my bright sun, ah woe is me,why art ever 
changing? 


O my dearest, be thou ever faithful; 


If unfaithful, ah woe is me, leave me then 
to perish. 


Love, dost recall vowing faith before the ikon, 
Pledging thy word, ah woe is me, that you 
loved me only? 


From the autumn, ah woe is me,till the spring’s 


t 


O my dearest, be thou ever faithful, 
May death linger, ah woe is me, till love is 
returning. 
Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 


SERBIA 


Paraphrase by 
Anna Catherine Markham 


Andante doloroso 


Gradznom Cvece Cvetalo 


Gradinom cvece cvetalo, 
Gradénom drago hodzio. 

O7 evece moje Sareno, 

Budé mé zdravo veselo! . 


rose- bud 


487 


ROSE OF YESTERYEAR 


Arranged by 
Isidor Bajich 


lifts its. head 


bride. walked last 


fra - grant_— 


ee Wist fal thoughts, dreams that have fled. 


Rose of Yesteryear 


Lo, a rosebud lifts its head 

Where my rose-bride walked last year. 
O flower of angels, fragrant memories, 
Wistful thoughts, dreams that have fled. 


Pure the rosebud, without stain, 

For heavenly gardens made to bloom, 
O, would immortal flower, that thou 
Might bud and bloom for me again. 


Paraphrase by 
Anna Catherine Markham 
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TIK, TAK, TAK 
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Folk-Song 


Allegretto 


English version by 
Margaret E.Sangster 
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Ttk, Tak, Tak 


Sto nisam davno, 
To jutros rano 
Ustadoh ¢ odoh. 

Da se malo prodjem 
I sa rosnim cviecem 
Nasitim, nakitim. 
Kad nedaleko 
Cujem tz preko 
Njesto Gini: 

Ttk -tik-tak, 
Ttk-ttk, tik-tik 
Ttk-tik-tak, 

Ttk- tik, tik -ttk, tak. 


Sto podjoh dalje, 
Dodjoh u polje, 
I smotrth livadu. 
Na livadi trava, 
Na njoj dieva spava 
Uznojena, rumena. 
Oi mi stanu, 
Noge mi klonu, 
Srdce tnt: 
Tik-tik-tak, 

tt.d. 


Ja korak blize, 
Ona se trie, 
I skoci s tom rteci: 
Kud si zazso, 
Vodentcu proso, 
Sta trazis do mene? 
Tam se nose vrece, 
Gdjeno potok tete, 
Gdje se cuje: 
Tik-tik-tak, 

it.d. 


Ne budi svirepa, 
Dijevo preliepa, 


Najmladja, najljepsa! 


Ja za tabom bludim, 
Hocu da poludim, 


I Zudim da s’ ispovedim. 


Ti st rosno evtece 
Za kim moje srdce, 
Uviek Gini: 
Tik-tik-tak, 

it.d. 
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Tik, Tak, Tak 


One morning early, 

In the dawn pearly, 

Up I arose to take the air- 
"Mid leafy bowers, 

"Mid fragrant flowers, 

To pluck a posie for my fair, 
Then not far away, 

Clear asearlyday, | 

Came a little sound like this- 
Tik, tak, tak, 

Tik, tak, tak,... 


Further I strolled, 

The dew was cold, 

On the meadows green with grass; 
And a sleeping girl, 

With her hair a-curl, 
Lay where my feet must pass. 
My eyes grew wide, 

My heart inside, 

Made a little sound like this- 
Tik, tak, tak, 

Tik, tak, tak,... 


I stood faint-hearted, 

Then she started 

Up and cried;‘Where do you go? 
Pray leave me still, 

You've passed the mill, 

Where the laughing streamlets flow! 
Where the water purrs 

And the wheel whirrs 

With a little sound like this - 
Tik, tak, tak, 

Tik, tak, tak}... 


Dont be cruel, 

Oh my jewel, 

Following you I lose my mind, 
My love for you, 

Comes back anew, 

Oh dear maid dont be unkind; 
You are ‘ike flowers 

In dawn-time hours, 

And my heart cried out like this- 
Tik, tak, tak, 

Tik, tak, tak,... 


English version by 
Margaret E. Sangster 


al WHITE DAWN HAS NOT COME STEALING SERBIA 


Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 


Andante con moto 
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SS ———arness 


Folk-Song 


White dawn has not come soft - ly steal- ing, For- est gives no 
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new day8 dawn-ing, To fore-tell the new days dawn-ing. 


SS 2 Sey SE EN ES Se LSE REE VE SS eee eee MR SS 
2 . Se SES EE ASS SS A SS Se | SE WEE es GS SO 2. Bea See SEE as ; 
oi Se eS ee 
oie dimes Maeno eiee 
Se eee ss a a a_ Lae wae awe heee Sree 
Sve veselo a ga tuzan White Dawn Has Not Come Stealing 

Jost?’ ne svité bézela zora, White dawn has not come softly stealing, 

Nitti trepti listom gora, Forests give no shadowy sign of wonder, ’ 

Jost’ne zvont glas slavuja, Nightingale no note of warning 

Zoru da predkake |: To foretell the new day's dawning. ;| 

Svaka toorka u pokoju, Bloom not, oh golden, bright, spring flowers, 

Bar osjeca sladost koju Not for me your crimson splendor, 

A od mene pokoj bjezit, Lilies only, bending, shaking, 

Daleko — daleko. |: Drop their pearls,my sad heart breaking. | 


Neka evjeta poljsko cvtece, 
Nek se dict s njim proljece, 
Ja ses njime kitit’ necu, 
Jer nije za mene. 


Dark night, stay, stay and close enfold me, 
Fountains cease or sing your faintest dirges; 
Thou to whom my hearts in keeping, _ 
|: Under bright spring flowers art sleeping. ;| 
Ja ga necu vise bratt, 
Jer ga nemam kome dati, Translation by 
Kome sam ga dosad brala, Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 
Zemija ga pokriva. ; 
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MOURNFUL LOVE 


. SLAVONIA 


Translation by 
Beatrice Stevenson Stanoyevich 
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SLAVONIA 


Tanburica 


Tanburica sitnim glasom udarase, 
Uz tanburu mlado momée popievase: 
Oj mladosti, mladostt! 

Hvo tebt radosti, 

Sad su dunje sazrele, 

A djevojke procvale. 


Svaka draga svoga dragog sad doztva, 
A moja sé od nikuda ne odztiva, 

Oj djevojko, djevojko! 

Na mom srdcu duboko, 

Sitno hodi§ lagano, 

Po mom srdcu vriedjano. 


Ah ljubezna, frisko bi me primamila, 


Sam’ kad bi mi stainu viernost povjeria: 


Oj srdasce, srdasce! 
Na mom srdeu ranice; 
Cisto li se oko smije, 
I na mene namiguje. 


Po Celu si lepo prame poredjala, 
Izpod vrata sitan djerdan nanizala, 
Obrvice pijavice, 

Obrn’te se na mene: 

Da vas Gece polazim, 

Da se drage naljubim., 
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Tambourica 


To the tambourica’s ringing, 
Soft repeating, 

Sweet there was a lover singing, 
“Youth is fleeting, 

Now the quince is ripe above, 

And the maids are ripe for love. 


To his love each lad is crying, 
Longing laden, 

Only you are unreplying, 
Dearest maiden; 

Every step you take apart 

Makes a wound within my heart. 


Love, you win my heart unheeding, 
Still uncaring, 

Would that you believed the pleading 
I am daring; ; 

When your bright eyes smile on me 

Wounded still my soul must be. 


You with lovelocks softly lying, 
Turn to love me, 

Round your throat the necklace tying 
Bend above me! 

Eyebrow black and darkest eye 

I could kiss you till I die!” 

English version by 

Margaret Widdemer 
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494 , THE COQUETTE 


Free translation 
FB.C. 


shut the door, 
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Took the chair she set. When a 


Ko sem k njej prsov 


Ko sem k njej prsov 
-M¢ ge data stov 

Mz ge dala stov 

Mi je dala stov, 

Ko j*paen drug prsov 
Mi je vsela stov, 

Sem pa zsavriskov juh! 
Pa sem Sov. 


Ko sem k njej prsov 
Da b¢ plesat Sov, 

Je paendrug prsov, 

Pa jo 7 plesat gnov, 
Pa jo 7 plesat gnov, 
Ce prav nz plesat? znov. 
Sem pa zavriskov juh! 
Pa sem Sov! 


AS Sung by Mme. Milka Polanszer-Schnetd 
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the chair-Juh! Then I 


SLOVENIA 


ae at eee 


Folk-Song 


<alinl 


el, eager 


The Coquette 


She had shut the door, 

The sly, gay coquette; 

I who wished for more 

Took the chair she set. 

When a stranger came 

With a lordly air, 

She gave him the chair—Juh! 
Then I left. 


She had given her hand 
With a loving glance, 

Said, the gay coquette, 
“Will you lead the dance?” 
Then the stranger came- 
One I'll ne'er forget: 

She gave him her hand- Juh! 
Then I left. 


English version by 
F.C. 


Sberooat A SLOVENIAN GIRL 
English version by 
Angela Morgan Folk-Song 
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Con moto, ma non troppo 


Maid-en of Slo -ven-ianrace, Min-ka 
Fond myheart and fair myface,Glowing with his fame; 


Sem slovenska dek@ica 


Sem slovenska dekizca, 
Minka mz je tme, 

Sem obraza lepega, 
Hrabro tmam sree. 

Ljubt moj je évrst vojak, 
Lep slovenské korenjak. 
Ljubt moj je Slave sin, 
Krepkzt sin planin. ] 


Kadar se moztla bom 
Stabo, moj ju nak, 

Mora strasnth topov grom 
Trestt zemlje tlak. 

In na orhu razvalin 

Te ocjamem sin planin, 
Dam tz roko, ljub junak, 
Hrabré korenjak! Je 


Kadar pride boja dan, 
Venc mu pletia bom, 

In Ge pade bojnth ran, 
Paded je za dom. 

Potlej grob bom vencala, 
O junaku sanjala: 

Padel vbran je naroda, 
Sreona. Slovenka! |e 


is ny name. 
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Brave Slo-ven-ian son is he, 


fi. Pema 


A Slovenian Girl 


Maiden of Slovenian race, 
Minka is my name. 

Fond my heart and fair my face, 
Glowing with his fame; 

Brave Slovenian son is he, 
From the hills he comes to me; 
Soon upon the mountainside 

I shall be his bride. 


When so near the sky we stand 
Earth will shake with guns; 

I will give to him my hand, 

First of Slovene sons; . 

O my hero, you are brave! 

For your country you would save. 
Warm the kiss I give to you, 
Soldier strong and true. 


Comes the battle hour at last - 
Flowers fair I take; 

In his cap I pin them fast, 
Minka’s own keepsake. 

If he perish in the fight, 

Minka’s heart will still be light - 
For his country he has died; 
Love is satisfied! 


English version by 
Angela Morgan 
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THE FISHERMAN 


English version by 
Anne Higginson Spicer 
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love - ly, fish - er 


O Pescador 


Pescador da barca bella, ] 2 
Onde vaes pescar com ella? 
Que é tao bella, ]3 
Oh pescador! 


Nao vés que a ultima Saal - 
No ceu nublado se véla? 

Colhe a vela, ]3 

Oh pescador! 


Nao se enrede a rede ome 
Que perdido é remo e vela, 
So de vél-a, ]3 
Oh pescador! 


Deita o lango com gautella-] 
Que a sereia canta bella, 
Mas cautella, ]3 
Oh pescador! 


Pescador da barca bella, ]2 
Inda é tempo, foge d’ella, 
Foge d’ella, ]3 
Oh pescador! 
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PORTUGAL 


The Fisherman 


Fisher in your bright bark comineey 2 
Whither fishing are you going? 

All is lovely, all is lovely, 

All is lovely, fisherman. 


See you not that last star hidigiey) 3 
In a cloud, as you are riding? 
Take your sail in, take your sail in, 
Take your sail in, fisherman. 


If your net you are entangling, | 
Sail and oar soon will be dangling. 
O be wary, O be wary, 
O be wary, fisherman. 


Danger lurks for him who listens ] 

Where the singing mermaid glistens; 
Gaze not on her, gaze not on her, 
Gaze not on her, fisherman. 


Fisher in your bright bark rowing, J) 

Turn your prow, you’d best be going: 
Flee from danger, flee from danger, 
Flee from danger, fisherman. 


English version by 
ANNE HIGGINSON SPICER 
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PORTUGAL 


THE LITTLE BOAT 


Arranged by 
H. N. Redman 


Andante moderato 


English version by 
Grace Hazard Conkling 
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PORTUGAL 


A Barquinha 


Vem, meu anjo, que eu nao posso 

Viver n’este ermo sem ti! 
Vem, meu anjo, senao voas, 

Cuidarei que te perdi. 

Que noite serena! 

Que lindo luar! 

Que linda barquinha 

Que vejo no mar! 

Vem, vem, oh meu anjo, 

Fujamos d'aqut, 

Que a noite esta bella |2 

O amor nos sorri! 

Fujamos d’aqui. ]2 
Tu ja sabes quantas maguas 

Uma saudade contém.. . 
Ah! sao muitas . . sinto-as todas. 

Vem, meu anjo, corre. . . vem! 
Tens no alvor da madrugada 

As cancées do rouxinol 
Que festeja os frouxos raios, 

Que lhe da benigno sol. 
Tens, a noite, este silencio 

De saudade e de tristeza, — 
Quando a alma vela tanto, 

E adormece a natureza. 


204 
The Little Boat 


My angel, come and stay with me; 
I cannot live without you! 

I tremble lest you should vanish, 
Lest such a loss come true. 


O wonderful moonlight, 

Night’s dear mystery! 

O little boat waiting 

For us on the sea! 

Delay not, my darling, 

O come, let us flee! 

The beautiful night ts beforé us, 

And love ts for you, and for me. 

O come, let us flee! 2 
You know the sorrows of a heart; 

My longing holds each sorrow, 
Now come to me, beloved, 

That they may fade and go! 
You know the dawn-roused nightingale 

That greets the sun returning; 
Now come to me, my angel, 

And help my heart to sing. 
You know the evening silences 

‘So sad, for longing’s sake; 
When only nature slumbers 

The spirit is wide awake. 


English version by 
GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 


THE VIRA 


English version by 
Anna Catherine Markham 
Andante 
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(Dance) 


Melody recorded by Elizabeth Burchenal 
Arranged by Manuel A. de S. Maciel 
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With whirl - ing 


gird; Whot joy, en 


Vira do Minho 


Se eu entrara no teu peito, | . 
Sabia o teu interior, 

Mas eu como la nao entro, | 
Nao sei se me tens amor. 


Ora vira, vira, 
Torna-te a virar, 

V oltinhas commigo 
Sao boas de dar. 


Quem pintou o amor cego, | 2 
Nao soube bem pintar, 


O amor nasce da vista, | 2 


Quem nao vé, nao pode amar. 


O beijo que tu me déste, |2 
Sem tua mae o saber, 
Toma-o la ja o nao quero, | % 
°F > . 

Que ja lh’o foram dizer. 


Meninas, vamos ao vira, ] = 
Vira, torna-te a virar, 

Vem tu ca para meus bragcos, ]2 
Mil beijinhos te quero dar. 


‘They say that love’s eyes are blinded; |2 


and 


tranc- ing, We glide and we 


The Vira 


O could I hide in your bosom | 2 
I’d read your soft secret “yes.” 

That joy can never be mine, Saeed 
I can but love, love and guess. 


With whirling and turning 
Come dance now, my girl; 
What joy, all entrancing, 
We glide and we whirl! 


But they know not love’s true light. 
Who sees not, does not know loving; | 
Love springs from out love’s deep sight. 


The secret kiss that you gave, dear, | 2 
(Your mother glancing away ) 

Quick, take it back! I don’t want it i = 
For someone’s told her, they say. 


O come, girls, let’s dance the are) P 
All gaily spin, madly whirl. 

My arms would fold you, my dear eee e 
I fling sweet kisses, my girl. - 


English version by 
ANNA CATHERINE MARKHAM 
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MISS ROSIE 


Arranged by 
H. Thomas 


English version by 
Clement Wood 
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PORTUGAL 


Menina Rosa 


Vejo tudo a embirrar 
Co’a visinha ali da esquina ; 
Por, star sempre a namorar 
Coitada, pobre menina! 
oe ella gosta do Manuel 
ue escreve em prosa elegante, 
E que da corda ao Abel 
Que é poeta e aspirante. 


Ai! menina Rosa! 
Se gosta da prosa, 
Da poesia ha de gostar. 
Ai! menina Rosa! 
Deixe-os 1a falar! 


Dizem que usa taes decotes, 
Que se pode constipar, 

Que na rua anda aos pinotes, 
Que esta sempre a suspirar, 
Qua nao tem juizo algum, 
Que é maluca doidivanas, 
Que nunca namora um, 

Mais d’uma ou duas semanas. 


Ai! menina Rosa! 
Como é vaporosa, 
Nunca pdde socegar. 
Ai! menina Rosa! 
Deixe-os la falar. 


S6 bem tarde com certeza, 
Tera que se arrepender, 
viting perdida a beleza, 

a ninguem a conhecer, 
Entao, meu Deus, que saudade, 
Que tristeza dia a dia 
Mas emquanto ha mocidade, 
Va gozando essa alegria. 

Ai! menina Rosa! 
Quando pezarosa, 
Outros tempos recordar, 
Ai! menina Rosa! 

Muito ha de chorar. 


207 


Miss Rosie 
Everyone is gossiping; 
Where’s a topic that is better? 
She is such a flirty thing, 
Poor, adorable coquetter ! 
She is fond of Manuel— 
Ah, his prose is worth admiring! 
She likes Abel just as well, 
A poet, so aspiring! 

Ah, my little Rosie! 

If one lover’s prosy, 

Poets also smile your way, 

Ah, my little Rosie! 

Let them have their say. 
They say that her gown’s so low, 
Of a cold she must be dying; 
That she wanders to and fro, 
While forever softly sighing; 
That her foolish fancies run 
Just as mad as April weather ; 
That she’s never true to one 
For two weeks altogether. 

Ah, my little Rosie! 

Now she’s chill, now cozy! 

Never constant, never still. 

Ah, my little Rosie! 

Let them talk their fill. 


But, my lady, later on 
Chill regrets will overflow you. 
When your beauty all is gone, 
And no one will even know you. 
Then, alas, what longings rend, 
Days and days of utter sadness! 
Now, while youth is yours to spend, 
You'll buy your fill of gladness! 
Ah, my little Rosie! 
When your life is prosy, 
Think of golden hours gone by. 
Ah, my little Rosie! 
You'll have cause to cry. 
English version by 
CLEMENT Woop 


TO THE CHILD JESUS 


English version by 
Alice Stone Blackwell 
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Ao menino Jesus 


Elia meninos a porfa 

Cantae o hymnos de louvor; 
Hymno de paz e d’alegria 

Que os anjos cantam ao Senhor. 


Gloria in excelsis Deo! 
Gloria in excelsis Deo! 


Foi n’esta noite venturosa 
Em que nasceu o Salvador, 
Que os anjos com voz amorosa 
Deram no Céo este clamor. 


Eia, sigamos os pastores 

Vamos com elles a Belem, 
Com elles cantemos alegres 

O Salvador qui hoje nos vem. 


Mas, oh que vejo! . . . Que pobreza! 
Oh! Deus dos Céos, aonde estaes? 
Em pobres palhas e nudeza! 
Anjos dizei-me a quem cantaes. 


Ah! sim, Deus sois, oh! Pae dos pobres 
Eu ja reconheco os signaes 

Qu’um anjo deu aos pastores ; 
Anjos sei ja porque cantaes. 


Vinde pois, oh, vinde meninos, 
O rei nascido é vosso pae! 

Ja que sois pobres orphaosinhos, 
P’ra vos nasceu: vinde cantae! 


PORTUGAL 


praise, 


To the Child Jesus 


Children, vie with one another 
Singing clear the hymn of praise, 

Hymn of peace and hope and gladness, 
Which to God'the angels raise! 


Gloria in excelsis Deo! 
Gloria in excelsis Deo! 


On that glorious night of old time 
When the Savior came to earth, 
Then it was the joyous angels 
Sang to hail the sacred birth. 


Let us follow now the shepherds, 
And to Bethlehem take our way; 
Let us seek with joy the Savior 
Who has come to us today. 


But how poor the scene before me! 
Where art thou, O heavenly king? 
Ragged, in a manger! Angels, 
Is this he to whom you sing? 


Yes, thou art the Lord of heaven, 
Father of the poor and sad; 

I perceive the sign the angel 
Gave the shepherds, proud and glad. 


Children, come! He is your father, 
Monarch born this joyful morn; 
Poor and hapless little orphans, 
Tis for you that he was born. 


English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWE 
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THE AZORES 


(Dance) 


THE BOOTMAKER 


2410 


Arranged by 
Manuel A.de S. Maciel 


English version by 
Anna Catherine Markham 
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THE AZORES 
Sapateia 


Rapazes e raparigas, 
Vamos 4 sapateia ; 

E’sta danca, bem dancada, 
Nunca ha-de ser feia! 


Tira o sapato, menina, 
Tira o sapato e meia; 
E depois bate com o pé 
Dangando a sapateia! 


Ja nos vae faltando a luz, 
Deita azeite na candeia ; 
A’s escuras nao se danga, 
A moda da sapateia! 


Vou me embora para casa, 
Sao horas de ir p’ra ceia; 

Muito me custa a deixar, 

A danga da sapateia! 


English version by 
Edwin Markham 


Andante moderato 


2414 
The Bootmaker 


Boys and girls come, let us all go, 
To dance the Sapeteia, 

Sweet the charm when we dance so! 
There ne’er was a dance so fine. 


Come my girl, off shoe and stocking, 
Barefoot stamp on the floor; 
Dancing gaily, heels a-knocking, 
Dancing the Sapeteia. 


Light is fading down the west, dear; 
Get the oil for the lamp; 

Banish darkness; light is best, dear, 
Dancing the Sapeteia. 


It is late, and I can’t stay now; 
It is time to go home; 

Much it costs to go away now, 
From the gay Sapeteia. 


English version by 
ANNA CATHERINE MARKHAM 


FOND REGRETS 


Arranged by 
Manuel A. de S. Maciel 
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THE AZORES 


Saudade 


Saudades, saudades, 

Saudades tenho eu, 

Quem nao tera saudades 

D’um amor, d’um amor que ja foi seu! 
Perguntei ao sol se vin, 

A’ lua se conheceu, 

A’s estrellas se encontraram 

Um amor, um amor que ja foi meu! 


Oh! tirana saudade, 

Oh! tirana minha dor, 

Oh! tirana saudade, 

Que levaste, que levaste o meu amor! 
Roubaste a cor ao cravo, 

Ao martirio a duracao, 

Ao lirio a singeleza, 

O socego, o socego ao coracao! 


Fond Regrets 


Fond regrets and tender longings, 

Tender memories are mine. 

Regrets for love long since gone by— 

Who would mourn not a love that once was his? 
“Sun,” I called, “O have you seen her?” 

“Moon,” I cried, “O do you know? 

O stars, have you met that lost one, 

Dearest love, sweetest love, once mine, once mine?” 


Tyrant dreaming, tyrant grieving, 

Faithful memories are mine; 

Ah, tyrant dreaming, tyrant grieving, 

These you brought me, O love of long ago! 

From the rose you took its color, 

From the lily, purity ; 

The martyr you robbed of courage; 

And my poor heart you robbed of peace, of peace. 
English version by 
EDWIN MaRKHAM 
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THE CHAMARRITA 
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Arranged by 
Manuel A.de S. Maciel 


English version by 


Clement Wood 
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Chamarrita 


Meninas, vamos a danga, 

A danca da chamarrita; 
Tire cada uma seu par, 

Um par que seja catita! 


Vira volta a chamarrita, 

Quem manda voltar sou eu; 
Depois da volta estar dada 

Olha para mim que sou teu! 


Menina, vamos 4a praia, 
Vamos 4a praia pescar; 
Eu serei o canicinho, 
Vos o peixinho do mar! 


Adeus! que me vou embora, 
Adeus! que me quero ir; 

Adeus! que da tua porta, 
Me custa a despedir! 
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guide eve-ry 
look now at 


The Chamarrita 


O girls, come forward so sweetly, 
_ The chamarrita to dance; 
Each must find his partner straightway ; 
The music bids us advance! 


Turn about the chamarrita, 

I guide every turn of the lItne, 
After all the dance is over, 

Ah look now at me; I am thine. 


O girls, come down to the water; 
Ah there the fishing is free. 

You will find that I am the rod, 
And you the fish in the sea. 


Adieu, I now have to leave you; 
Adieu, I long to go too. 
As I stand alone at your door, 
' It hurts to bid you adieu. 


English version by 
LEMENT Woop 
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AOLEO! 


ROUMANIA 


Arranged by 
Robinson 


Franklin 


Translation by 
Leon Feraru 
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ROUMANIA 


Aoleo! 


Daca nu e si nu e 
Amorul la vremea lui, 
Daca nu e cine sa fie, 
Parca e casa pustie. 
Aoleo! Aoleo! 
Ah! nu mai pot de dorul tau! 
; Aoleo! 
Ah! nu mai pot de dorul tau! 


Bata-1 Dumnezeu sa-! bata 
P’al de mi-a pus lampa la poartia. 
Trecu neica cate-odata 
Si-l vazura lumea toata. 
Aoleo! Aoleo! 
Ah! am sa mor de focul tau! 
Aoleo! 
Ah! am sa mor de focul tau! 


Nu stiu lumea cum iubeste 
Ca nu se mai dovedeste. 

Am iubit si eu o seara, 
Toata lumea ma aflara. 

Aoleo! Aoleo! 
Ah! nu mai pot de dorul tau! 
Aoleo! 
Ah! nu mai pot de dorul tau! 


Aoleo! 


There is a time for everything; 
For love there is a time, 
For love there is a time. 
Without its soft fluttering 
Life is an empty rhyme! 
Aoleo! Woe is me! 
Ah, I am longing, love, for thee! 
Aoleo! 
Ah, I am longing, love, for thee! 


Others have loved and no one knew; 
There was not one who seemed to care, 
Who seemed to care. 
I dreamed with thee one evening through; 
Now, all are aware. 

Aoleo! Woe is me! 
Ah, I am longing, love, for thee! 

Aoleo! 

Ah, I am longing, love, for thee! 


May the good Lord strike with thunder 
Him who put lights at my gate, 
Who put lights at my gate. 
Thou camest once; I wonder. 
Who could see; it was late. 
Aoleo! Woe is me! 
Ah, it was late! How could they see? 
Aoleo! 


Ah, it was late! How could they see? 


Translation by 
Leon Feraru 
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squire, the mas - ter, 
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They say the 
For I have 


vil-lage al-ways 


tales? 
My— fate the vil- lag- ers be - wail. 
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Why does the 


Allegretto 


vil - lage tell 


al 


Translation by 
Leon Feraru 


220 
35560 


224 


ROUMANIA 


shall be the bride of Vlad, 
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222 - ROUMANIA 
Tarancuta 


Nu stiu satul ce voeste 
De tot zice-asa si-asa 
Ca ciocoiul ma iubeste ~ 
Si eu-i sunt ibovnica. 


Ah, si mie nimic nu-mi pasa 
Las’ sa zica tot mereu, 

Eu chiar maine voiu fi mireasa 
A’ lui Vladut, dragutul meu. 


I-ha i-ha 1-ha-ha! mereu vom canta, 
I-ha i-ha i-ha-ha! mereu vom juca. 


The Peasant Girl 


Why does the village always gossip? 

Why does the village tell such tales? 

They say the squire, the master, loves but me; 
My fate the villagers bewail. 


But I don’t care; their words mean naught, 

For I have nothing now to fear; 

To-morrow I shall be the bride of Vlad, 

Vlad, the ploughman, my dear! 

Ha, ha! ha, ha! ha, ha, ha! Merrily we'll sing; 

Ha. ha! ha, ha! ha, ha, ha! Merrily we'll dance the “Ring.” 


Translation by 
LEON FERARU 


THE ARDELEAN WOMAN 


Translation by 
Leon Feraru 


Allegretto 


I could fill the vil-lage well, 


ROUMANIA 


him I 


Ardeleanca 


Multe lacrami am varsat, 
Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 
Faceam o fantana ’n sat, 
Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 
Fantana cu trei isvoare 
Cine-o bea din ea sa moara, 
Tra la la, la la la, 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la. 


_ Sa bea si dusmanca mea, 
Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 
Sa plesneasca fierea ’n ea, 
Tra la la la, la la la la, 
Sa bea si iubitul meu 
Sa mi-l tie Dumnezeu 
Tra la la, la la la, 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la. 


~~ 


a. 


o 


cher-ish, 


The Ardelean Woman 


With my tears that burn and swell 
Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 

I could fill the village well, 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 

With my tears for him I cherish, 
Who drinks deep of it shall perish, 
Tra la la, la la la, 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la. 


’ 


Let my rival drink with thirst ; 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la, 

Let my rival drink and burst; 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la. 

If my lad to drink she dare him, 

May the good Lord for me spare him, 
Tra la la, la la la, 

Tra la la la, la la la la, la. ° 


Translation by 
LEON FERARU 
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TWO MAIDENS WASHING WOOL 


Translation by 
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Doua Fete Spala Lana 


Colea ’n vale, ah! la fantana 
Doua fete spala lana, 
Doua fete, ah! spala lana. 


Una spala ah! si-alta ’ndruga 
Sa faca neicutei gluga. ]2 


Una spala, ah! si suspina 
C’a perdut salba ’n fantana. ]2 


Salba e de, ah! galbeni mici 
Facuta de trei voinici. ]2 


ICE UPON 


Translation by 
Feliciu Vexler 


Moderato 
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Two Maidens Washing Wool 


In the valley, ah! in the fountain’s pool 
Two sweet maidens wash the lamb’s-wool: 
Two sweet maidens, ah! wash the lamb’s-wool. 


One is washing; ah! now the other tells 
Of her wool cap trimmed with gay bells. 
Of her wool cap, ah! trimmed with gay bells. 


One is sighing; ah! she dreamed her dream. 
Lost her necklace in the swift stream. 
Lost her necklace, ah! in the swift stream. 


Necklace golden, ah! made of coins so small. 
Made by three lads, and she lost all, 
Made by three lads, ah! and she lost all! 


Translation by 
LEON FERARU 
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gone 


dread- ful 


Vs 


Bulgaras 


Ice Upon the River 


Ah, the ice upon the river! 


the ice upon the river! 
mer gone, there’s winter only; 


It is dreadful to be lonely. 
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Translation by 
FELIcIU VEXLER 


O FLOWERS WONDROUS 


Translation by 
Feliciu Vexler 


Moderato 


O flow-ers 


hunt they spake, 


4 
a 
~ 


of 


Toward ev’. ning 


ROUMANIA 


won-drous! 


Colind 


De sara se voroveau, 
Flortle dalbe, 
Dimineata purcedeau. 


Dela lunci sus la munti, 
Tot vanara cat vanara. 


Pana cand fu langa sara, 
Sara mandra ce-adunara? 


Un puiut de vultur sur, 
Cu clontutul de aur, 


Cu ghiarele de argint, 
Cate pene maruntele. 


Toate-mi erau d’aurele. 
Puiul rupse si raspunse: 


“Vanatori de-ai lui Pilat, 
Nu grabirati spre vanat. 


Ca nu-s fiara de vanat, 
Sunt Ion, Sant Ion, 


Ca-s trimis de Tatal Sfant, 
Sa botez pe Fiul Sfant. 
C’auzii ca s’a nascut, 

Colo sus la Feldior, 


Subt o tufa de bujor, 
La un capat de izvor.” 


Se lua si se ducea, 
-Pan’ acolo s’apropia, 


Pe Fiul Sfant il boteza, 
Si ’napoi se inturna. 


And_ forth they 


fared... at day - break: 


O Flowers Wondrous 


Toward ev’ning of the hunt they spake, 
O flowers wondrous! 
And forth they fared at daybreak. 


From valleys deep to mountains steep, 
They hunted till fall of night. 


That night serene with stars bedight, 
What quarry fore them came aflight? 


An eaglet wondrous to behold, 
With claws of silver, beak of gold, 


Fine his feathers and abundant, 
Wrought of purest gold resplendent. 


From his hunters ’way he broke; 
Taking wing, to them he spoke: 


“Hunters that Pilatus serve, 
List from me your slings to swerve. 


For I am no bird of passage; 
I am John, even Saint John. 


God gave me the holy message, 
To baptize His only Son. 


For I heard that He was born, 
In yon town with ancient towers, 


By the source of a clear bourne, 
"Neath a clump of ruddy flowers.” 


Then he fled and sped away, 
To the place Our Savior lay, 


Baptized the Son in the source, 
And retraced his airy course. 


Translation by 
FELICIU VEXLER 
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THE STAR 


Translation by 
Feliciu Vexler 


Andante 


Its beau - ty beam-ing and 


star in, 


the 


now will call 


By ae 


re - splen-dent, 


all shin- ing and 


With rays 


gleam-ing, 
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or-dained at His 


Christ 


The Star 
Who now will call the Star in, 


Steaua 


With rays all shining and resplendent, 
By the Christ ordained at His birth 


Its beauty beaming and gleaming, 
As a sun to shine on earth? 


Steaua frumoasa si luminoasa, 
Cu colturi multe si marunte, 
Dela Nasterea lui Hristos 

Ca un soare luminos. 


Cine primeste 


Translation by 
FELICIU VEXLER 
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Cucuruz 


Cucuruz cu frunza-n sus, 
Frunza-n sus. 

Sarut ochii cui te-a pus, 

Ca te-a pus cu patru boi. 
Patru: boi, 

Sarut ochii amandoi. 


Tra la, la, la, la, la, la! 
Tra la, tra la, la, la. la, la. la! 


Cucuruz stai la sapat, 
La sapat. 
Cum stau eu la sarutat. 
Trece-o pasare pe sus. 
Tot pe sus, 
Vai badita cum te-ai dus! 


Cucuruz fa-te frumos, 
Fa-te frumos, 
Vino bade sanatos. 


ROUMANIA 


Stalk ot Maize 


Stalk of maize with leaves that rise. 


Leaves that rise, 
Fain |’d kiss thy sower’s eyes; 
He who sowed with oxen twain, 
Oxen twain, 
Both his eyes I’d kiss again! . 


Tra la, la, la, la, la, la! 
Tra la, tra la, la, la, la, la, la! 


Stalk of maize, thou droopest low, 


Droopest low, 
1 no more his kiss may know; 
He has flawn now from us two, 
From us two, 
As the bird flies toward the blue. 


Stalk of maize, now fruitful be. 
Fruitful be. 
Come, my lover, back to me! 


Sa ne iubim amandoi, Ever we'll be lovers twain, 
Amandoi, Lovers twain; 
Sa te tin cu buze moi. Ever fond my kiss remain! 


Translation by 
FELiciu VEXLER 


HORA 


Translation by Folk-Dance, 
Feliciu Vexler Melody recorded by 


Allegro moderato Elizabeth Burchenal 


ROUMANIA 
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el 


e art. thou, be - 


Hora 


Zis-a badea c’a veni 
Luna cand a rasari: 
Tes afara, luna-1 sus, 
Badea a venit $1 z’a dus. 


Ies afara, luna-i jos, 

Badea nici ca s’a intors. 
Unde esti, badita frate, 
De ma lasi pe asteptate. 


“Taci, lelito, c’am venit 
De cand luna s’a ivit 

Si te-astept pe dupa casa 
Sub rachita cea pleteasa.” 


“De-ai yenit, bine-ai venit, 


Trandafirul meu iubit! 
CA cu tine ma mai ieu 
De-mi alin necazul meu.” 


Hora 


Said my love, he’d come as soon 
As first peeps the rising moon. 

Now the moon’s up on her way; 
My love came, but did not stay. 


In the night again | go; 

Now the moon is sunken low. 
“Where art thou, belov’d, so late. 
While for thee in vain I wait?” 


“Dearest maiden, chide me not: 
Since moonrise behind the cot 

I have been awaiting thee 
"Neath the weeping-willow tree.” 


“Near me now thou welcome art, 
Fragrant rose, dear to my heart. 
In thy presence, I forget - 

All the cares that life beset.” 


Translation by 
FELICIU VEXLER 
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BOLERAS SEVILLANAS 


Tienen las Sevillanas 
en la manttlla 

un letrero que dice 

i Viva Sevilla! 


Es la chipé 

que son las Sevillanas 
lo que hay que ver 
que son las Sevillanas. 


Madejas de oro fino 
Son tus cabellos 
Y tus ojos azules 

~ Como los ctelos. 


Navegando en los mares — 
De tu cartiio 

No hay viento como el viento 
De tus susptros. 


Algun azucarero 

Te hizo los lébios, 

Que has dejado los mios 
Azucarados. 


M1 corazon volando 
Se entro6 en tu pecho; 
Le cortaste las alas; 
Se quedo dentro. 


Unos ojitos negros 
Y adormilados 

Es preciso quererlos 
A ojos cerrados. 


ANDALUSIA 


THE GIRLS OF SEVILLE 


Seville’s gay lasses carry 
The lace mantilla; 

Each bears a streamer saying, 
“Viva Sevilla!” 


Es la chipé! 
The girls of Sevilla, 

To see them is to love them, 
The girls of Sevilla. 


Your hair gleams in the sunlight 
- Like gold spun finely; 
Your eyes are like blue heavens 
That beam divinely. 


Your charm’s a sea of magic, 
I sail my craft there, 

No breeze can match the zephyrs 
Your sweet sighs waft there. 


I swear some sweetmeat vendor 
Made lips to grace you, 

For mine are left all sweetened 
When I embrace you. 


My heart, a-flying, entered 
Your breast one day, dear; 
You cut the wings that bore it,— 
_,. Now let.it stay, dear! 


‘The man your eyes enrapture 


His own must cover; 
Two dusky eyes and drowsy 
So daze their lover. 


English version by 3 
_ GUSTAVE REESE 
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EL VITO 
Arranged by Julio Osma 
Staccato e deciso 


English version by 
Edna Valentine Trapnell 
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I shall 


hold mine 


Cast your eye 
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EL VITO 


Con el vito, vito, vito, 
Con el vito, vito, va. 


No me mires tu chiquilla 
Que me voy 4 esmorona 
No me mires tu chiquilla 
Que me voy 4 desmaya. 


El amor de las mugeres 

Lo comparo 4 la pajuela: 
Que arde mucho, dura poco, 
Y no alumbra, pero quema. 


Anda vete que no quiero 
Pasar por ti mas fatigas; 

Si te digo que te vayas 

j Que mas quieres que te diga! 


Dejala, que no. la alcanzas, 
Por muy ligero que seas: 

j Quien sugeta 4 una cabrilla 
Cuando toma una vereda! 


- 


EL VITO 


Cast your eyes down, little sweetheart! 
If they hold mine I shall fall— 

Cast your eyes down, little sweetheart, 
Lest I love you best of all. 


What’s this love that maids provide us? 
Will it last forevermore? 

’Tis no beacon light to guide us,— 

Not more frequently burns the straw! 


There, go on—I do not love you, 
Where love is, there’s pain alway. 
Give me peace from thinking of you— 
O my love, what shall I say! 


Leave her; you can.never reach her, 
Matters not how fast you run. 

Who can hold her? Wild goats teach her 
Their swift roads that reach the sun. 


English version by 
EpNA VALENTINE TRAPNELL 
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ANDALUSIA 


PETENERA 


Arranged by Julio Osma 


F.C. 


English version by 
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PETENERA 


Sefior alcalde mayor, 

Sefior alcalde mayor, 

No unda uste a los ladrones 
porque tiene usté una hija, 
nina de mi corazo6n, 

porque tiene usté una hija 
que roba los corazones. 

Sefior alcalde mayor, 

no prenda uste a los ladrones. 


PETENERA 


Sefior Alcalde Mayor, 

Senior Alcalde Mayor, 

Would you lock up thieves and lovers, 
When you’ve a charming young daughter,— 
She is the joy of my heart!— 

When you’ve a charming young daughter 
Who steals hearts from her adorers? 

Senor Alcalde Mayor, 

Would you lock up thieves and lovers? 


English version by 


EG. 
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JOTA 


Arranged by Julio Osma 
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English version 
Edna Valentine Trapnell 
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JOTA 


Dos horas hace que canto, 

y dos que duermes al son; 
‘si esto no es perder el tempo, 
venga Dios y vealo! 


i JOTA 


I’m singing here ‘neath your window, 
Been singing here for two hours you know; 
Two hours while you’ve slept so peacefully. © 
Time’s wasted singing down here below— 
Lord God, You surely agree with me! 
English version by 
EDNA VALENTINE TRAPNELL 


Xx 
- 
- a 
. 
; SaresereS =: 
an ¥ BS ee: ee 
< eae 
vi hPa een 
toh OU > om 
Fs + —— ; 
- “sk 2, 2 ee Ne ee 
, - F i" anes - v7 io eA 
hoe a | ey" > 
i hal Vaal r 7 Jib 
Pe 9 oe _ 


ts 3 
: : 
we fo} 
& 
a 
Ww 
2 a ~ 
3 g 
Bo #3 & ke 
q a = > 
t "3 3 
< te : s 
© ) 
& ® g 
el ot 
< < I ‘ 
Sy) o a} 
fen s < 3 
Z q 5 
~ ex 
S z & = 
° o 
O 3s 4 2 
’ 2) <a ) 
(e) 
5 x 2 3 
2 z 2 
(@) ee n 
Ms = Z 
fe Z . 
ee ae 4 
~~ 
te é 
fx) = P) 
= ; 
o 
¢ 3 ‘ 
n a 
. s a 
4 ~ ie, > 
5 PEs 3 
°o qa* oO 
pe ov xs 
£ 23 Fi g 
a em Ss ny 5 
5 Oo”. a ee 
a Ae g 
< a8 5 © 
ise) =a = ica + Ss 
fe] ar Fa 2 
br aA 2 
H (©) bine 


THE BASQUE PROVINCES 


Where all proud Basques are found. 
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THE BASQUE PROVINCES 


GUERNIKAKO ARBOLA (Zortzico) 


Guernikako arbola 
da bedeincatuba, 
euskaldunen artean 
guztiz maitatuba. 
Eman ta zabalzazu 
munduban frutuba, 
adoratzen zaitugu 
arbola santuba. 


Millaurte inguru da 
Esaten dutela, 
Jaincoac jarrizubela 

- . Guernikako arbola. 
Zaude bada zutican, 
orain da dembora, 
eroritzen bazera 
arras galduguera. 


THE TREE OF GUERNICA 


There stands in dear Guernica, 

For beauty made and loving, 

A tree. Thou Escaduna; 
- Our nation’s pride and joy, 

Stretch out thy noble branches 

Where all proud Basques are found. 
-Our hearts are bound together 

With thine in Guernica. 


For us the Lord hath planted 
A nation’s perfect symbol; 

A thousand years, deep-rooted, 
Its branches reach to heaven. 
And if. thy shadow lessens 

Our tears shall ever fall. 

Our fates are bound together 
With thine in Guernica. 


English version by 
CHARLES H. BOTSFORD 
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LULLABY 


Arranged by Julio Osma 


English version by F. B. 
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CASTILE 


CUNA 


Echate, nifio al ron, ron, 
que tu padre esta al carbén 
y tu madre 4 la manteca 
no te puede dar la teta ea. 


De pequefiito en la cuna 
me ensenaron A dormir, 
Papa, Mama, teta, chi-cha, 
y otras COSi asi €a. ~ 


LULLABY 


Hush-a-bye baby al ron, ron, 

Father’s a miner, plon, plon. 

Mother works all day, a-la-la, la-la. 
Soon she’ll feed her baby, e-a, e-a, e-a. 


When I was little like you, sweet, 
Words like these lulled me to sleep: 
Papa, Mama, teta, chi-cha, chi-cha! 
Other things I learned—E-a! E-a! E-a! 
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CATALONIA 


Arranged by Julio Osma 


Carol 


THE SONG OF THE BIRDS 


Andante cantabile 


Arthur Mendel 
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ANDALUSIA 


EL-CANT-DELS OCELLS 


Al veure despuntar 
lo major lluminar 

en la nit més ditxosa, 
els ocellets, cantant, 
a festejar-lo.van 

ab sa veu melindrosa. 


L’Aliga wmperial 

va pels atres volant, 
cantant ab melodia, 
dient:—Jesus es nat 
per traure-ns de pecat 
y dar-nos alegria.— 


Cantava *l Passarell: 

—Oh! que hermés y que bell 
es Pinfant de Maria!— 

Y lo alegre Tord: 
—Venguda n’es la Mort: 
ja naix la vida mia.— 


La Garga, Griva y Gaig 
diuen:—Ja ve lo Maig.— 
Respon la Cadernera: 
-—Tot arbre reverdetx, 
tota planta floreix 

com si fos primavera.— 


THE SONG OF THE BIRDS 
(Carol) 


When rose the Eastern star, 
The birds came from afar, 

In that night full of glory; 
With one melodious voice, 
They sweetly did rejoice, 

And sang the wondrous story. 


The eagle left his lair, 

Came winging through the air, 
His message loudly singing; 
Sang: “Born is Christ the Babe 
Us all from sin to save, 

And gladness to us bringing.” 


The sparrow sang: “How mild 
And lovely is the Child 

On Mary’s bosom lying!” 
Then sang the starling gay: 
“O’ercome is Death today, 
He brings us life undying.”’ 


Sang magpie, thrush, and jay: 
“It seems the month of May!” 
The lark’s song floated purely: 
“Green grow again the trees, 
And blossoms scent the breeze; 
"Tis spring returning, surely.”’ 
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English version by 
ARTHUR MENDEL 


GALICIA 


Arranged by Julio Osma 


English version by F.C. 
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Vinde nenas, vinde nenas, 
arredor do meu capote 
que 4 unhas heinas de casare 
e 4 outras heilles dar odote 
MUINEIRA 
Girls, come hither, gather closer, 
Closer than my mantle round me 
One I'll take in happy marriage, 
For the rest I’ve only dowries 
English version by 
F.C 
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FOUR HORSES 


SWITZERLAND 


Arranged by 


English version by 


Jean Binet 


James S. Pickering 


Allegretto 


stur - dy 


hors - es 


team-sters whip cracks 


hour when 


the 


85560 


CP A |! PTT SSE CURSES BSR WN Sa Se SS SS TY EEE ey TS Para Te 

ST ,. SES iF =S aee ee Gee G Se = BE 9 SS ESSE OE 2 Ce Se Pew eT 
wi... ae | ee OE Ee EG _ ERS GT STL A GSCRUR Gert eee 
2.0) eR (Sy SS ES WE eee - NE Ee BOSS ee SS ee 


~ 


In my gon - do-la lie, Watch-ing the soft day - light 


| 
lh 
ii 
I) , 


oR 
Lil 
‘ 


t 
: 
l 
i 


Quattro Cavai 


Quattro cavai che trottano 

Sotto la timonella. 

Questa 1’é l’ora bella J2 
Per far l’amor. 


Che bella notte che fa, 
In gondoletta si va 
Colla Lisetta 

A far Tamor. 


Affacciati alla finestra, 

Bruna, la bella bruna, 

Ch’al chiaro della luna ]2 
Farem |l’amor! 


Four Horses 


Four sturdy horses trotting by, 
The teamster’s whip cracks gaily. 
This is the hour when lovers sigh, ]2 
For love, for love. 


In my gondola I le, 
Watching the soft daylight die. 
Come, my Lisetta, | 

For love, for love. 


From your high window in the wall, 
Ah, brown eyes, let your glance fall; 
Come, dearest, ’neath the moonbeams’ thrall, ]2 


_ For love, for love. 
English version by 
JaMES 8, PICKERING 


85560 


re P- ES 


x61 


HERD OF CATTLE 


SWITZERLAND 


Arranged by 
Jean Binet 
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English version by 
Frederick H. Mart 
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Ranz des Vaches 


Lé z’armaillis dei Colombette 
De bon matin sé san leva. 


Ah, ah, ah, ah! 
Liauba, haubé, por aria. |2 


Venide tote! Blantz’ et naire, 


Rods’ et motailé, d'jouven et dtre. 


Déso on tschano j6 vo z'ario, 
Déso on treimblho j6 te treintzo. 


Leaubé, liauba, por arid. 2 


Lé sénalliré van lé premire, 
Lé toté nairé van lé dernaire. 


Liaubd, liauba, por aria. |2 


Kan san vegnu ai bassé z’ivoué 
D’un’ sein lo pik’ l’an pu passa. 


Pouro Pierro, ke fainno ice? 
No fo alla tzy l’eincoura. 


Ke fo que no diéss’ omna messa 
Por ke no lai puchein passa. 


L’eincoura lai ia fé reponsa: 
Pouro frare, s’te van passa, 


Te fo me bailli na mottetta, 
Ma ne té fo pas l’écrama. 


N’aussi pas pouaira, noutron pritro, 
No n’ein sein pas tant affama. 


Reintorna t’ein, mon pouro Pierro, 
Deri por vo n’ Ave Maria. 


Prau bin, prau pri ie vo sohetto, 
Ma vigni mé sovient trova. 


Pierro revint ai bassé z’ivoué, 
Et tot lo drai l’an pu passa. 


SWITZERLAND 


Herd of Cattle. 


Cheesemakers all of Colombette 
Rise when the dawn’s first ray they see. 


Ah, ah, ah, oh! 
Lioba, ioba, milked you must be! J2 


Come all you cows; come black ones, white ones, 
Come red and spotted, dark ones, light ones. 

I'll milk you where the oak tree’ Ss bas 
Under the aspen your milk souring. 

Lioba, lioba, milked you must be! 2 


First come the bell-cows through hill and hollow, 
Last come the black cows, softly they follow. 


Lioba, lioba, milked you must be! ]2 


Vainly to cross the ford.they struggle, 
There where the river’s running free. 


Piero, O Piero, what has stayed us? 
We now the priest will have to see. 


Say us a mass, and when you've said it, 
They'll cross the ford quite hardily. 


If you would have your cows cross over 
One cheese of cream unskimmed give me. 


Priest, do not fear, you shall not lose it; 
We will not grudge it hungrily. : 


Piero, go back; I'll say an Ave 
While you are waiting patiently 


May you have wealth and cheese-a-plenty, 
If you come oft to visit me. 


Back to the ford then went poor Piero, 
Drove his cows over easily. 


English version by 
FREDERICK H. MARTENS 
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WEGGIS SONG 


SWITZERLAND 
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Arranged b 
Jean Binet 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 
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Weggiser Lied 


Vo Luzern uf Weggis zue, 
Holdiri dia, holdiria, 


Bruuch me weder Striimpf no Schue. 


Holdiri dia, holdta. 


Hol di ri dia, 
Holdiri dia, holdiria, 
Hol di ri dia, 
Holdiri dia, holdia. 


Me cha fahren ufem See, 
Un die schone Fischli g’seh. 


Z’ Weggis foht das Stygen a, 
Buebe, Meitschi, heisasa! 


LUCAS 


English version by 
D. M. 


Poco andante 


2 Se eee 


JE TILER) SS i ee Se EE = 
. Ce ES VS es ES |_S SE! 2 S S 
iN | eS SS PS SA SAS Oy SEER Sea 
= = 4 


Tell me, 


SWITZERLAND 


Weggis Song 


From Lucerne to Weggis on, 
Holdiridia, holdiria, 

Shoes nor stockings nei we don. 
Holdiridia, holdia. 


Hol di ri dita, 
Holdiridia, holdiria, 
Hol di ri dia, 
Holdiridia, holdia. 


> On the lake we all shall go, 


See the pretty fish below. 


Weggis starts the highest hill, 
Boys and girls, cheer with a will. 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER - 


As sung by 
Ethel Hugli 


In the fields 


SWITZERLAND 


Lucas 


Que fais-tu dans ces champs, 


Villageoise jolie? 
Dis-moi, ma belle enfant, 
Me veux-tu pour amant? 


Non je »’ veux pas, 
La, la, la, la, 
Jaim’ mieux Lucas, 
La, la, la, la. 


Mais un autre que lui 

Ne saurait-il te plaire? 
Dis-moi, ma belle enfant, 
Me veux-tu pour amant? 


Non je n’ veux pas, 
La, la, la, la, 
Jam mieux Lucas, 
La, la, la, la. 
qauine mieux du hameau 


gaité vive et fraiche, 
Au son du chalumeau 


Dansant chaque dimanche. 


Avec Lucas, 
La, la, la, ta, 

Sous les lilas, 
La, la, la, la. 


Allegretto 


wile not, La,la, ta, la, 


La, la, 


Lucas 


Lovely maid, why dost roam 
In the fields so far from home? 
Tell me, dear, ere we part, 
Wilt thou be my sweetheart? 


No, I will not, 
La, la, la, la, 
I love Lucas, 
La, la, la, la, 


Is there none, none but he, 

Who may hope thy friend to be? 
Tell me, dear, ere we part, 

Wilt thou be my sweetheart? 


No, I will not, 
La, la, la, la, 
I love Lucas, 
La, la, la, la, 


I prefer to be gay 

And to make a holiday; 
To the pipes gaily dance 
Every Sunday morning. 


With my Lucas, 

‘La, la, la, la, 

Neath lilac bough, 
La, la. Ia, Ia, 


English version by 
D. M. 
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THE OLD GUGGISBERG SONG 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 
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SWITZERLAND 


Tempo primo 


world there’s 


Das Alte Guggisberger Lied 


’*S isch aben e MoOnsch uf Aides) : 
Simelsbarg, 
U d's Vreneli ab em Guggisberg 


U d’s Simes Hans Joggeli Gnet dem Berg. 


_ *S isch aben e Monsch uf Arde 
Dasz i mocht bin ihm si. 


U mahn er mir nit warde, ]2 
Simelibarg! 
U d's Vreneli ab em Guggisberg, 


U d’s Simes Hans Joggeli anet dem Berg. 


U mahn er mir nit warde, 
Vor Chummer stirben i. 


U stirben i vor Chummer. | “* 
Simelibarg, 
U d’s Vreneli ab em Guggisberg, 


U d’s Simes Hans Joggeli anet dem Berg. 


U stirben i vor Chummer, 
So leit me mi i’s Grab. 
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The Old Guggisberg Song 


Oh, in this world there’s someone, |2 
Simeliberg, 
Though Vrenely’s on the Guggisberg still 
And Sim’s young Johnny lives over the hill, 
Oh, in this world there’s someone, 
I wish I were with now! 


And if he will not love Saal 2h 
Simeliberg, 
Though, Vrenely’s on the Guggisberg still 


— And Sim’s young Johnny lives over the hill, 


And if he will not love me, 
Of sorrow I shall die. 


And if I die of sorrow. ] 5 
Simeliberg, 
Though Vrenely’s on the Guggisberg still 
And Sim’s young Johnny lives over the hill, 
And if I die of sorrow, 
Then lay me in my grave. | 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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